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iuetter Pas y 
i. R.H H. to Mifs—. a stiasese Decv4y1975. 
M On drinking—he will not forget their ap- 

re ment. 


bee 5 
2, The Same to the Same. Huntingdon, Pen. +029 
Tse abe he will take no advantage of her 


conreilion that fhe loves hi im=-—-offers to 
fhare his little fortunes with her; but, 11 
a conquers grat protetts that fhe 


fhall pronounce the victory and the prize. 


EIR 


3. Mifs—to Mir. H, Huntingdon, Det Je—— SS 
After fome ftruggle the declares the victory 
and the prize, and appoints the next day 
for the latters 

4. Mr. H.toMils—. Huntingdon, thefamedaie. 7 


Refufes to accept the prize, heavenly asitis, 
under the roof of his hoft and her benefactor-- 
apologyfor female frailty--“*Celia ’s picture.” 
o. The Same tothe Same. “Ffw mtingelony Dec 8. 1 
In confequence of fomething which 
pait between them, he form sally réleafes he 
from a folemn proinife, which fhe had 
made him of blifs en that day. 
@ Mifs—to Mr. H.’ Hiachinbrook, r03 Dec. Ve 
Complains of the kindnefs of his letters and 
his em of his offering to fell out of the 
army, and to marry her—‘* Auld Robin 
Gray”—begs to fee him the next d: Ly 
. Mr. H.to Milfs —. Huntingdon, 1 3 Dee. 14 
©n epiftolary prefaces--gra ititude for the pr ize 
he received yefterday--no fuch wordas/aric/y. 
8. TheSdmet to the Sai me luntingdon; 24 Dec 15 
Gratitude for the blifs. 


A 2 g. Milfs 
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me 
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Letter Page 
9. Mifs—to Mr. H. Hinchinbrook, Chrifimas. Day. 18 


Sufpicions of Omiah--cannot meethim to-day 
—wifhes his delicacy would permit his vifit- 
ing at Hinchinbrookas ufual--fends herpicture 

Mr. H.to Mifs—. Hy ntingdon, 28 Dec. 
Thanks her for condefcending to remove 
his groundlefs caufe of jealoufy—lines on 
her picture. 

» TheSame tothe Same. Huntingdon, 1 Fan. 46 
On the new year—the foldier, whom the 
defired him to beg off, was not punifhed. 

12. The Sameto the Same, Huntingdon, 8 Feb. 
After having been weather-bound three 
weeks by the fnow at Hinchinbrook--uneaty 
at the recollection of the return he made to 
Lord S—’s hofpitality. 

- The Same tothe Same. Huntingdon, 16 Feb. 
Praifes her perfon and underitanding, and 
her talents for mufic—fpeaks of his ungo- 
vernable paflions—fends her Ofian, and 
*¢ Logan’s fpeech to Lord Dunmore.” 

14¢ ‘The Same to the Same. Huntingdon, 22 Feb. 


s 


On nature and fublimity in defcription—on 
Robinfon Crufoe, Faldoni and Terefa Meunier 
—Ferningbam’s poem on their {tory ridiculed 
—begs fhe will not forget to-morrow. 

35. Mifs—to Mr. H. Hinchinbrook, 23 Feb. 
Alarmed at his not keeping the appointment 
—fad dreams laft night—thought he and 
Lord § killed each other in a due]. 

16. The Same tothe Same. Hinchinbrook, 24 Feb. 


by 
a 
2 


ww 


the Duke of C. and Lady G. at St. Albae’s. 
17. Mr.H.to Mifs—, Huntingdon, 26 Feb. 
Impatient for her journey—lines on her 


bir 
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he 


24 


29 


ty 
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Letter Pa 
birth-day—has fent his fervant off to pre- 
pare things where the is to Pst 

18. Mifs to Mr. HH. Hinchinbr ook, 2 2 4 Feb. 39 
His fchemesare planned in acon is fettled 
fhe goes up poft, and goes through inaday. 

rg. Mr. H.to Mifs—. He ckerill, 1 March. Al 
Does not thank hér for contriving to {top at 
Hockerill, becaufe fhe enjoined him not; 
and the purity of his affection will not fuf- 
fer him=reminds hér of akey the promifed 
him to the Admiralty, but Sortet Lord 
S ’s roof fhall never m e be infulted q 
with their joys—a fong. 


20. The Same-o th e Same. Can. he Ho. 17 Mar. 44 
Proteits folemnly that what he had jutt told 
herabout marrying her, came from the bot- 
tom of his heart—never fhall be i in his fen- 
sieiscen never more fuffer 
m happy, tll fhe fuffers him 
) Vi ‘fer 
fr; e Same. Lhe fame date. 10s : 
Infifts upen. her explaining y what fhe meant : 
jut now, PH an Zt/upera ble reifon for not 
marrying him. 
22, Mifs—to Mr.H. Admiralty, the fame day. 49; 
Fate ftlands between them—they are doom- 
ed to be wretched—why cannot tl sist iml= 


ahisicils 
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Letter Page 
He will endeavour to take her cruel advice, 
and join his regimes it. 
24. Mifsto Mr. H. amiralty, 19 March. st 
Begs him not nes rite, nor fee her fo often-- 
intreats him on the bended knees of love to 206 


256 Mr. H. to Mifs —. Lreland, 26 Marchs* 52 
ve Loveandten Sheth theiverdel {eparation 
‘¢@ 26. TheSametothe Same. Jreland, 8 April, 54 


On their fituation, and a word << the /ri/h. 
27. The Sameto the Sane: Lreland, 20 April. 56: 


3 
On the wealth of poets—a poem ‘on the 
b -Love of our Country.’ "e 
28. The Same to the Same. Jreland, 3 May. 62 


Written with an affectation of good { {pirits— 
returns a bi oe note fhe had fent him— 
anecdote of Mifs Catley, 


29. ‘The Same to the he me. Ireland, 29 May. 65 
Refufes to let her go upon the ftape for their 
fuppor Board Lam murdered by his 
wife and her pa ramour, at Mlambor oug Monn 
pedigree of the's word hier pers 

30. “The Same to the Same. Ir eland, 18 Fune. 67 
Prop! necy ot L elana i 1uthor of ee 
character of Mrs. ****, and of her hufba 
who can do ev: ery thing but lofe at er 
. letter from Lord Gower, recommend- 

g Samuel Fobnfon to St vift. 

BT Vi England, 42 

32. 73 
] of Ae be to fend 
Ba ih 

CED Mits a fingland, 20 Ane. 4A. 
; | ¢ Ty. 


Uneafly, dittreffed, at not hea ring for fo} long 
a time--apprehenfive that he may have feen 
BR Wlheoreh ay? bean a us 
* Werther” (which fhe begs him never to 


read) 


COONS TCE NTS. v 
Page 


read) and may have followed the horrid ex- 
ample—a diftracted addrefs to any perfon 
arate hs ands her letter may fall. 


Letter 


34° Mre-H.stord Miifs , Ireland, EO vis 46 
His late filence pectiobe -d by illnefs—anec- 
dote of a letter in the 71ft nun ee of the 
ppCetator : 

35. The Same to the Same. Jreland, 15 Sept. 78 
Character of Mr. *****—Jri/b robbery— 
anecdote of Lrifo hiftory. 

36. The Same to the Same. Lreland, 18 Sept. 83 
Story of Count Alber ti—poetical ridicule of 
an. aftr ologicat father. 

376 The Same to the Same. Jreland, 26 Ffan.1777. 99 


Lord Harcourt quits h 11s vice-royalty— ag an 

anfwer to her reproofs for the tendernefs of 

his letters, fends her a letter to Le idy Marl- 

borough from her royal miftrefs. 

2%, The Same tothe Same. Jreland, 6 Feb. 93 

Extraordinary willof Zane Dixon, a Scotch 

fuicide. 

39. The Same to the Same. Ireland. 27 March. 96 
A beautiful French poem. 

40. The Same to the Same. Ireland, 20 April. 98 
In anfwer to one that does not appear, by 
which he learnt fhe is very ill—anecdote of 
the death of the Jri/b Chief Juttice, Sir 
William Yorke—determined to go to Eng- 
land, in confequence of her illness, though 
for that purpoie he fhould be obliged to fell 
out. 

me. Cannon Coff fee- Ho.4.May. 100 

Diftracted that he cannot gain admittance at 

the. Ad:nt in. confequence of her dan- 


gerous iin 

2 
42.. Mifs eae maid to Mr. H. SHA Mig 4 Ma 
mou th-—{h 


V VV ritten from Mits 
civen.over, and dying 
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to prove he indifputably wrote all Rowdey’s 

oems —~ 188 

52. The Same to the Same. At Sea, 20 Feb. 244 


Deceives her at firft with a letter written by 
the D. of Cumberland to Lady Grofvenor— 
affures her he fhall never be happy till they 
are married—fends her ‘¢ The moans of the 
Foreft after the battle of Flodden Field.” 
. The Same to the Same. 24 Fed. 26 
Chatterton’s fuicifm, in confequence of the 
wear and tear of his mind—ttrange effects of ‘ 
the fame caufe mentioned by 7i//o:—the fin- 
gular felf-deftruction of Sith and his Wife in 
1739--yet this crime fhould not be called an 
Anglicifm—a more fingular F rexch anecdote. 
$4. The Same.to the Same. 1 March. 262 
See their ways before them—in a month, or 
fix weeks at furtheft, marriage will make 
them happy—his parfonage-houfe he has 
ordered to. be fet in readinets. 
gg. Mr. H. to Charles Efq; 20 March. 263 
Indifputable grounds for jealoufy of Mifs —. 

56. The Same to the Same. 6 4pril. 264. 
Still tronger grounds—is refolved on fuicide 
—lines written by fome one under fuch a 


kav 


‘lod 
mF 


refolution. 
o7° Mr. H. to Mr. B. 7 April. ar: 


Refolved on fuicide—commends Mifs ——— 
to his care. 
68. Mr. H. to Charles Efq; Tothilifields, 8 Apr. 272 5 | 
Has murdered her and not himfelf—begs } 
‘him to bring fome poifon, fuch as is ftrong 
enough. 
gg. The Same to the Same, 9 April. 27 
Come to himfelf—no more thoughts of fui- 
cide—will upon no accounts make any at- BT 
Si 


We 


tempts on his lve. 


60. The 


: Page 
2. The Sameto the Same. Newgate, 14 April 274 
Will not ufe arguments to. {ave his ] life— 
the fpeech he means to deliver at his trial— 
fome account of the commitlion of his crime, 


61. Lord S. (as it oeup to Mr. aa 17 Mpril = 274 
Offers to uf e intereft, that, notwithftanding 
he is found guilty, he may not fuffer. 
62. Mr. H.in anfwer. F); e condemned cell, fame day. 27% 
Thanks for, but refufal of, the offer—~b g's 
his kindnefs to her dear infants, and his par- 
don for her and for himfelf. 
63, Mr. H. to Charles —— Efq; 1 7 April, &e. = 2.79 
Contents of loofe papers (written between 
Saturday-night and Monday, the day of his 


ion), put together as one , letter, 
tothe Same. Tydburn, 29t 
Written w vith a a pencil juit be fore his execu- 
~hriftian, and penitent, and 
every t riend can wifh him, 
4 ee 7 f 
arles m— Efe ran to Gen, — 20 Auguft, 1779. 
Some account of t] 
1H.’s ideas of hig ul 
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1e foregoing ietterta—> 

apardona ible criminal ALY In 

iclermining to ceftroy himfelf, 
© 


Ir is not neceflary to fay any thing 
by way of Preface, than to defire the 


Reader, who feels an Inclination to cen- 
{ure any of thefe Letters, will recolleg 
the perfons by and to whom, and the 
Situations. in, which, they were written, 


ee 


I pray you, in your letters, 
When you fhall thefe unlucky deeds relate, 
ft Speak of meas Tam. Nothing extenuate, 

Nor fet down aught in malice. Then muft you {peak 
5 Of one that lov’d, not wifely, but too well: 

Of one, not eafily jealous; but, being wrought, 

Impatient in th’ extreme: of one, whofe hand, 

Like the bafe Judean, threwa péarl away 

Richer than all his tribe: of one, whofe eyes, 

Albeit unufed to the melting mood, 

Drop tears as faft as the Arabian trees 

Their medicinal gum. 
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Live at) PecBieRai oe 


To Mifs ‘ 


Huntingdon; Bec. 4, 1774. 


Bear M. 

@ ‘EN thoufand thanks for your billet by my 

corporal Trim yefterday. The fellow 
feemed happy to have been the bearer of it, 
becaufe he faw it made me happy. He will be 
as good a foldier to Cupid as to Mars, I dare 
fay. And Mars and Cupid are not now to be- 
gin their acquaintance, you know. Whichever 
he ferve, you may command him of courfe, 
without a compliment; for Venus, I need not 


B tell 


oo 


ell you, is the mother of Cupid, and miftrefs 
of Mars. 
At prefent the drum is beating up under my 
window for volunteers to Bacchus—-In plain 
Englith, the drum tells me dinner is ready; fora 
drum gives us. bloody-minded heroes an appetite 
for eating, as well as for fighting ; nay, we getup 
by the beat of it, and it every ‘night fends, or 
ought to fend us, to bed and to fleep. To-night 
it will be late before I get to one or the other, I 
fancy—indeed, the thoughts of you would pre-~ 
ventthelatter. But, thenext difgrace to refufing 
a challenge, is refufing a toalt. "The merit ofa 
jolly fellow and of a fpunge is much about the 
fame. For my part, no glafs of any liquor taftes 
as it fhould to me, but when I kifs my M. on 
the rim. 

Adieu—Whatever hard fervice I may have 
after dinner, no quantity of wine fhall make me’ 
yet drop or forget my appointment with you to- 
morrow. We certainly were not feen yefterday, 
for reafons I will give you. 

Though you fhould perfift in never being 


“mine, 


aa 
Ea PER i 
To the Same. 
Huntingdon, Dec. 6, 1775. 


My deareft M.. 

No—I will not take advantage of the {weet, 
reluctant, amorous confeilion which your can- 
dour gave me yefterday. If tomake me happy 
be to make my M. otherwife; then, happinets, 
V1l none of thee. 

And yet I could argue. Suppofe:he has bred 
you up Suppofe you do owe your numerous 
accomplifhments, under genius, to him--——are 
you therefore his property? Is it as if a horfe 
that he has bred up fhould refufe to carry him? 
Suppofe you therefore are his property—— Will 
the fidelity of fo many years weigh nothing in 

the fcale of gratitude ? 

Years——why, can obligations (fuppofe they 
had mot been repaid an hundred fold) do away the 


unnatural difparity of years?. Can they bid five-~ 
and-fifty ftand ftill (the leaft that you could afk), 
and wait for five-and-twenty? Many. women 
have the fame obligations (ifindeed there bemany 
of the fame accomplifhments) to their fathers. 
They have the additional obligation to them (if, 
Bz indeed, 


c 4] 
indeed, it be an obligation) of exiftence. The 
difparity of years is fometimes even lefs. 
But, muft they therefore take their fathers to 
their hofoms? Muft the jeffamine fling its ten- 
der arms around the dying elm? 

To mylittle fortunesyou are no ftranger. Will 
you fhare them with me? And you fhall honeft- 
ty tell his Lordthip that gratitude taught you to 
pay every duty to him, till love taught you there 
were other duties which you owed to H. 

Gracious Heaven that you would pay them ! 

But, did I not fay I would not take advantage ? 
F will not. I will even remind you of your chils 
dren; towhom I, alas, could only fhew at pres 
fent the affeion of a father. 

M. weigh us in the feales. If gratitude oute 
balance love—fo. 


Hf you command it, I fwear by love, Pi join 
my regiment to-morrow. 

If love prevail, and infift upon his dues you 
fhall declare the victory and the prize. Lwilf 
take no advantage. 

Think over this. Neither will/I take you by 
furprize. Sleep upon it, before you returm your 
anfwer. ‘Trim: fhall make the old excufe to- 
morrow, And,thankleaven! to-night you fleep 
alone. 


Why 


Ce 7 
Why did you fing that {weet fong yefterday; 
though I fo preffed you? Thofe words and yous 


woice, were too much. 
No words can fay how much I am your's. 


ET PE Ri dh 
To Mr 


3 6 


H. 
Dec. 7, 1775 


My dear H. : 

Here has been a fad piece of work ever fince 
I received your’s yefterday. But, don’t be alarms 
ed—We are not difcovered to the prophane. 
Our tender tale is only known to—(whom does 
your fear fuggeft?)—to love and gratitude, my 
H.. And they ought ‘both for twenty reafons, 
to be your friends, I am fare. 

They have been trying yourcaufé, ever fince 
the departure of honeft Trim yefterday. Love, 
though in my opinion not fo blind, is as good a 
juftice,as Sir John Fielding. largued the matter 
ftoutly—my head on his Lordihip’s fide of the 
queftion, my heartonyour’s. At laft they feemed 
to fay, as. if the oath of allegiance, which I had 
taken to gratitude, atatime when, Heaven knows, 
I had never heard of love, fhould be void, and £ 
fhould be at full liberty to devote myfelf, body 


’ 


B 3 and 


ag 


and foul, to—But call on me to-morrow before 
dinner, and Vl tell you ‘their: final judgment: 
This I will tell you now—love fent you the tens 
dereft wifhes, and gratitude faid I could never 
pay you all I owe you for your noble letter of 
yefterday. 

Yet—oh, my H. think not meanly of me ever 
forthis——Do not youturn advocateagainft me. 


-——I will not pain you tis impoflible you. 
ver fhould. 

Come then to-morrow—and furely Omiah 
will not murder love! Yet I thought the othez 
day he caught our eyes converling. Eyes {peak a 
language all can underftand.——But; is a'child 
ef nature to nip in the bud that favourite 
pation which his mother Nature planted, and 
{till tends ?>—W hat will Oberea and her coterie 
fay to this, Omiah, when you return from 
making the tour of the globe? They'll black- 
ball you, depend on it. 

What would Roffeau fay toit, my Fh. ? 

¥ou fhall tell me to-morrow. I will not write 
another word; left con{cience, who is jut now 
looking over my left fhoulder, fhould {natch my 
pen, and fcratch out ¢o-morrow, 


LE T- 


TeE. Ter Ret TYG 


To Mifs ——. 
Ffuntingdon, Dec. 7, 177 §¢ 


My deareft Soul, 

I pore to Heaven Trim will be able to get 
dhis to you to-night !—Not I only, but my whole 
future life, fhall thank you for the dear fheet of 
paper I have juft received. Bleflings, bleffings 
~—But Icould write and exclaim, and offer up 
vows and prayers, till the happy hour arrives. 

Yet, hear me, M. If I have thus far deferved 
your love, I will deferve it till. Asa proof I 
have not hitherto preffed you for any thing con~ 
fcience difapproves, you fhall not do to-morrow 
what confcience difapproves. You fhall not 
make me happy (oh, how fupremely bleft !) un- 
der the roof of your benefa€tor and my hoft. It 
were not honourable. Our love, the inexorable 
tyrant of our hearts, claims his facrifice; but 
does not bid us infult his Lordfhip’s walls with 

it. How civilly did he invite me to H. in Oce 
tober laft, though an unknown recruiting officer! 
How politely himfelf firft introduced me to him- 
felf! Often has the recolleQion made me 
ftruggle 


Lio 


ftruggle with my paffion. Still it thall res 
{train it on this. fide honour, 

So far from triumphing or exulting, Heaven 
knows——if Lord S. indeed love you, if indeed 
It be aught befide the natural preference which 
age givesto youth——Heaven knows how much 
I pity him. Yet, as I have either faid or written 
before, it is only the pity I thould feel for ai fa- 
ther whofe affeftions were unfortunately and uns 
naturally fixed upon his own daughter. 

Were I your feducer, M. and not your lover, I 
fhould not write thus—nor fhould I have talked 
or acted or written as I have. ‘Tell it not in 
Gath, nor publith it in the ftreets of Atkalon, 
left the Philiftines fhould be upon me. I fhould 
be drummed out of my regiment for a traitor 
to intrigue. And can you really imagine I think 
fo meanly of your fex ! Surely you cannot ima- 
gine I think fo meanly of you. Why, then, 
the conclufion of your lat letter but one? A 
word thereon. 

Take menand women in thelump, the villany 
of thofe and the weaknefs of thefe—I maintain 
it to be lefs wonderful that an hundred or fo 


fhould fall in. the world, than that even one 


fhould ftand. Isit {range the ferpent conquered 


Eve? The devil againfta woman is fearful odds. 


He 


Fo] 
tle has conquered, men, womens’ conquerors 3 
he has made even angels fall. 

Oh, then, ye parents, be merciful in your 
wrath. Join not the bafe betrayers of your chil- 
dren—drive not your children to the bottom of 
the precipice, becaufe the villains have driven 
them half way down, where (fee, fee 1) many 
have {topped themfelves from falling further by 
catching hold of fome {traggling virtue or ano- 
ther which decks the fteep-down rock. Oh, do 
not force their weak hands from their hold— 
their laft, laft hold! The defcent from crime 
to crime is natural, perpendicular, headlong 
enough, of itfelf—do not increafe it. 
san women, then, no way but backward fall as 

Shall I afk your pardon for all this, M.? No, 
there is no occafion, you fay. 

But to-morrow—for to-morrow led me out of 
my ftrait path, over this fearful precipice, where 
I, for my part, trembled every ftep I took, left I 
fhould topple down headlong. Glad am I te be 
once more on plain ground again with my M.! 

To-morrow, about eleven, I'll be with you— 
but, let me find you in your riding drefs,and your 
mare ready. I have laida plan, to which neither 
honour nor delicacy (and I always confult both 


before I propofe any thing to you) can make the 
lealt 


ES eet yg 


leat objeftion. This once, truft to me—TIf 


explain all to-morrow. Pray be ready, in your 
riding-drefs ! Need I add, in that you know I 
think} becomes you moft?) No—Love would 
have whifpered that. 

Love thall be of our party—He fhall not fuf- 
fer. the cold to approach you——he ‘fhall fpread 
his wings over your bofom—he fhall neftle in 
your dear arms—he fhall 


l When will to-morrow come? What torturing 
dreams mutt I not bear to-night ! 
I fend you fome lines which I picked. up fomes 


where—I forget where. But I don’t think thems 
much amifs. 


CELIA’s PICTURE. 
To paint my Celia, I’d devife 
‘Two fummer funs, in place of eyes ; 
‘Two lunar orbs fhould then be laid 
Upon the befom of the maid; 
Bright Berenice’s auburn hair 
Should, where it ought, adorn my fair $ 
Nay all the fions in heaven fhould prove 
But tokens of my wondrous love. 
All, did I fay? Yes, all, fave one 
Her yielding waift fhould want a Zone. 


iL E Ts 


LETTER Vs 
To the Same. 
Huntingdon, 8 Dec, 1775; 


Turn I releafe my deareft foul from her 
promife about to-day. If you do not fee that 
all which de can claim by gratitude, I doubly 
claim by love; I have done, and will for ever 
have done. I would purchafe my happinefs at 
any price but at the expence of your's. 

- Look over my letters, think over my conduct, 
confult yourown heart, and read thefe two long 
letters of your writing, which I return you. 
Then, tell me whether we love or not. And— 
if we love (as witnefs both our hearts)—fhall 
eratitude, cold gratitude, bear away the heavenly 
prize that’s only due to love like ours? Shall 
my right be acknowledged, and muft he poffefs 
the cafket? Shall Ihave your foul, and fhall he 
have your hand, your eyes, your bofom, your 
lips, your— } 

Gracious God of Love! I can neither writes 
sor think. Send-oneline, half a line,. to 


your own, own 


H. 
LE T- 


CS eee 


ae | LETTER WE 
X To M. H—. 
H. 10 Dec, 7+. 
Your two letters of the day before yefterday, 
and what you faid to me yefterday in mydreffing. 
room, have drove me mad. To offer to fell out, 
and take the other ftep to get money for us both, 
"4 was not kind. You know how fuch tendernefe 
diftratts me. As to marrying me, that you 
fhould not do upon any account. Shall the man 
b I value be pointed at and hooted for felling him- 
felf to a Lord, for a commifhon, or fome fuch 
thing, to marry his caft miftrefs? My foul is 
above my fituation.—Befides, I will not take ad- 
vantage, Mr. H., of what may be only perhaps 
(excufe me) a youthful paflion, Aftera more inti- 
mate acquaintance with me of a week or ten days, 
your opinion of me might very much change. 
And yet—you may love me as fincerely as I— 
But I will tranfcribe you a fong which I don’t 
believe you ever heard me fing, though it’s my fae 
vourite. It is faid to. be an old Scots ballad 
Nor is it generally known that Lady A. L. 
wrote it. Since we have underftood each other, 
I have never fung it before you, becaufe it is fo 
defcriptive of our fituation 


how much more 
fo fince your cruelly kind propofal of yefterday ! 
i wept, like an infant, over it this morning. 


AULD 


AULD ROBIN GRAY. 


The fheep were in the fold, and the cows were all at home, 
And all the weary world to reft was gone, 

When the woes of my heart brought the tear in mine e’e, 
While my good. man lay found by me. 


Young Jamie lov’d me well, and he fought me for his bride, 
He had but a crown, -he had no more befide; 

To make the crown a pound, young Jamie went to fea, 
And the crown, and the pound, they were both for me. 


He had na been gone but a year and a day, 

Whenmy father brokehis arm, and our cow was ftole away ; 
When my mother fhe fell fick; and my Jamie at the fea, 
And auld Robin Gray came wooing to me. 


My father could na work, and my mother could na fpin, 

I toiled night and day, but their bread I could na win; 
Auld Rob maintain’d them both, and, with tears in his e’e, 
Said, “‘ Jenny, for their fakes, oh ! marry me.’’ 


My heart it faid no, and 1 with’d for Jamie back, 

But the wind it blew fore, and his fhip it prov’d a wreck; 
His fhip prov’d a wreck: ah! why did not Jenny dee 2 
Why was fhe left to cry 


«¢ Ah, woe.is,me 17? 


My father argu’d fore; though my mother did na fpeak; 
She look’d in my face till my heart was fit to break ; 

So auld Rebin got my hand—but my heart was in the fea, 
=-—=<-And now Robin Gray is goodman to me, 


Cc I had 
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Thad na been a wife but of weeks only four, 
When fitting right mournfully out at my door, 


I faw my Jamie’s ghoft, for I could na think ’twas h 
ye g > 


Till he faid, “* Jenny, I’m come home to marry thee.” 


Sore did we weep, and little did we fay, 
We took but one kifs—and we tore ourfelves away 5 
I with I was dead, but 1 am not like to dee, 


. - And, oh! Iam young to cry—* Ah, woe is me!” 


I gang like a ghoft, and I do not care to {pin, 
I fain would think on Jamie, but that would be a fins 
b I mutt e'en do my beft a good wife to be, 


For auld Robin Gray has been kind to me. 


My poor eyes will only fuffer me to add, for 
God’s fake, let me fee my ‘amie to-morrow. 
Your name alfo is Jamie. 


LEU TE oa 
To Mifs ——, 


Huntingdon, 

13 Dec.75. 
My life and foul 
i" Bur I willnever more ufe any preface of this 
( fort—and I beg you will not. A correfpondence 
begins with dear, then my dear, deareft, my 
deareit, and fo on, ’till, at laft, panting lan- 
guage toils after us in vain. 


Ne 


Ens] 


No language can explain my feelings. Oh 
M. yefterday, yefterday ! Language, thoulieft— 
there is no fuch word as fatiety, pofitively no 
fuch word:-——Oh, thou beyond my warmeft 
dreams bewitching! what charms! what— 

But words would poorly paint ourjoys. When, 
when ?-—yet you fhall order, govern every thing. 
Only remember, I am fure of thofe we truft. 

Are you now convinced that Heaven made us 
foreach other? By that Heaven, by the para- 
dife of your dear arms, I will be only yours! 

. Have I written fenfe? I know not what I 
write. This fcrap of paper (’tis all I can find) 
will holdaline or two more. I muft fill it up 
to fay that, whatever evils envious fate defign 
me, after thofe few hours of yefterday, I never 
will complain nor murmur. 

Misfortune, I defy thee now.—M. loves me, 
and H.’s foul has its content moft abfolute. No 
other joy like this fucceeds in unknown fate. 


ieee hoes VL 


To the Same, 
Huntingdon, 
24 Dec. 1775. 
TALK not to me of the new year. lama new 
man. Ill be {worn toitI am not the fame iden- 


Cr tical 


ry 7 


a be 


Cy yor 
tical J. H. that I wasthree months ago. You 
have created me—-—yes, I know what I fay—~ 
created me anew. 

As to thanking you for the blifs I tafte with 
you—to attempt it would be idle. What thanks 
can exprefs the heaven of heavens— 

But I will obey you in not giving fuch a loofe 
to my pen asI gave the day before yefterday. 
That letter, and the verfes it contained, which 
were certainly too highly coloured, pray com- 
mit to the flames. Yet, pray too, as I begged 
you yefterday, do not imagine Lthought lefs 
chaftely of you becaufe I wrote them. By Hea- 
veny I believe your mind as chafte as the fnow 
which, while I write, is driving againft my 
window. You know not what I think of you. 
One time perhaps you may. 

‘The lines I repeated to you this morning, I 
fend you. Upon my honour they are not mine. 
I think of them quite as you do. Surely an 
additional merit in them is, that to the unini- 
tiated, in whom they might perhaps raife im- 
proper ideas, they are totally unintelligible. 


THE BIRTH OF THE ROSE *. 


WHEN Venus, (fo her poet fung) 
Firft from the bed of Ocean fprung, 
All dropping wet, all glowing fair ; 
Diftilling fweets her amber hair ; 
As coral red her pulpy lips ; 
Full as the {welling furge her hips ; 
As full her bofom, heaving ftrong, 
Like wave propelling wave along ; 
Thick fet her teeth in even rows, 
White as the foam from which the rofe— 


‘Thus breathing fweets, with untried charms, 


Mars feiz’d her in his ardent arms, 
And, ftretch’d beneath the verdant gloom, 
Comprefs’d her virgin, yielding bloom. 
Trickling from Love’s delicious wound, 
Some fanguine drops bedew’d the ground ; 
And, where the living crimfon f{preads, 
Young peeping rofes rear their heads, 
‘Their blufhes thence-—but the foft gale, 
The dews ambrofial they exhale, 

Their fweets, her plaintive fighs beflow, 
As deep the feels the potent foe, 

While full the thorns and fweets declare 
How mixt her pains and tranfports were. 
faid to believe that the firft rofe fprung out of a 
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TO THE FOURTH EDITION. 


Many purchafers 


fuggefted through the Publifher to the 
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this page, however beautiful in itfelf, 


Mr. H. to cummunicate 


was written with too free a pen for the perufal of thofe 


¢ etree 
otherwife derive ideas of 


of the firft and fecond editions 


‘¢ The Birth of the Rofe,” which originally occupied 


and however 
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take the liberty (the only one 
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which remains could ¢ 


is unfortunate friend H, would | ica rtily fa 


and as well of profe as of verfe, 


Curft be the verfe, how well f 


That tends to make one worthy man 


Give virtue fcandal, innocence a fear 


he has taken) with 
- H’s. Levers, of omitting the poem in 
IPP 


year in the third edition. WV 


for not only the Ec 


he determined 


give offence, 3 
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Or from the foft-ey’d virgin fteal a tear ! 


é Publifhers, however, 


Hw 
} 


f this volume, in order 
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by my deftiny to keep on mine, till my H. my 
Mars [eiz?d mein his ardent arms ? How gladly 
to bis arms would I have given up my very foul! 

Cruel fortune, that it can’t be fo to-day! But 
we forgot, when we fixed on to-day, that it 
would be Chriftmas-day. I muft do penance at 
a moft unpleafant dinner, as inde ed 3 iS Every 
meal and every fcene when you are abfent— 
and that, without the confolation of having 
firft enjoyed your company. ‘To-morrow, how- 


ever, at the ufual time and place 


Your difcontinuing you vifits here, fince the 
firft day of our happinefs, gratifies the delicacy 
of us both. Yet, may it se my i., raife fufpi- 
cions elfewhere ? Your agreeable qualities were 
too confpicuous not to make you mifled. Yet, 
you are the beft judge. 

My poor, innocent, he Iplefs babes! Were it 
not on your account, your mother would not ac? 
the part fhe does.— What is Mrs. Ya 
taining a character well for e evening 
fo trying as to play a part, = a bafe one too 

morning, noon, and night P— Night 
will not make my H. uneaty 

At leaft, allow that I have written you a long 
fcrawl. Behold, I have fent you a tolerabie goo 
fubftitute for myfelf. It is reckoned very like. 

need 
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need not beg you not to fhow it. Only reimem- 
ber, the painter’s M. is not to rob yourown M, 
oO. a certain quantity of things called and known 
by the name of kiffes, which I humbly conceive 
to be her due, though fhe has been difappoins 


ted of them to- 
So, having nothing further to add at prefent, 
and the poft being juft going out, I remain,. 
4 « O 
with all truth, ae Sir, 
Your moft humble fervant, 
a M. 


i here’s a pretty conclufion for you. AmI not 


agood girl? I fhall become a moft el legant cor- 


refpondent in time, I fee. this paragraphuis the. 


ay {+ : 7001 knonxz7ewand ¢ ref re 
poiticript, you know--and fhould therefore have 
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our -condeicention -1n rer moving my mo oft: 


prounale/s caufe of jealoufy pies ce! was more 
a = # ia 


myfelf by my 
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ty as 


violence with you! But, I tell you, my paflions 
are all gunpowder. Though, thank God, no 
Othello, yet am I 

<6 One not eafily jealous; but, being wrought, 
« Perplex’d in th’ extreme 5” 

And that God knows how I love you, worfhip 
you, idolize you. 

How could I think you particular to fuch a 
thing asB? You faid you forgave me to-day, and 
I hope youdid. Let me have it again from your 
own dear lips to-morrow, inftead of thenext day. 
Every thing fhall be ready--and the guitar, which 
I wrote for, is come down, and I'll bring the 
fong and you fhall fing it, and play it, and Vl 
beg a to forgive me, and you fhall forgive 
me, and,—five hundred ands befides. 

Why,’ I would be jealous of this fheet of pa~ 
per; if you kiffed it with too much rapture. 

What a fool !—No, my M., rather fay—what 
a lover! 

Many thanks for your picture. It zslike. Ac- 
cept this proof that I have examined it. 


’Tis true, creative man, thine art can teach 

The living picture every thing but fpeech '— 

True, thou haft drawn her, as fhe is, all fair— 
_ Divinely fair! her lips, her eyes, her hair! 
Full 


ie | Full well I know the {mile upon tl 
Bil Full well I know thofe features’ every grace ! 


But what is this—my M.’s mortal] part— 
‘There zs a fubject beg rg 


lat face—— 


gars all thine art: 

i} Paint but her mind, i Heav’n! and thou thal 
: be, 

€ my more than pagan deity.— 

Nature may poflibly have caft, of old, 

Some other beauty in as fair a mould— 

But all in vain you'll fearch the world to find 
Another be cauty wath fo fair mind. 


“ 
Shalt 
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ii To the Same. 


Huntingdon, 1 Jan. 1746, 
fee'you this morning, | 
will fcribble this before I mount honeft Crop ; 
that I way leave it for you. 


Lest I fhould not 


This is a new year. May every day of it be 
happy to my M. 


Bia een «a 
tnere’s no 


May—but don’t you know 
t a with of blifs I do not with you? 

A new year—I like not this word. T] here may 
be new lovers.—I lie—the re may not. M. will 
I am fure the’ll never 
change him for a truer Joy er. 


never change ber H. 


A nev 


tL 2 J 


A new year—76. Where fhall we bein 77? 


Where in 78?) Where in 4g ? Where in 80? 
In mifery or blifs,in life or death, in heaven or 
helli—wherever you are, there may H. be alfo! 


[ he foidier whom you defired me to beg off, 
returns thanks:to his unknown benefactrefs.— 
Difcipline mutt be kept up in our way; but I 
am {ure you will do me the juftice to believe I 
am no otherwife a friend to it. 


des Oe Beg ee OF eh. kB 
To the Same. 


Huntingdon, Feb. 8. 1776. 

Srwnce the thaw fent me from H. the day bes 
fore yefterday, I have written four times to you, 
and believe verily I fhall write four-and-forty 
_times to you in the next four days. The bhifs 
I have enjoyed with you thefe three weeks 
has increafed, not diminifhed, my affection. 
Three weeks and more in the fame houfe with 
my M.!—Twas more thanI deferved. And 
yet, to be obliged to refign you every night to 
another !—By thefe eyes, by your {till dearer 
eyes, I don’t think I flept three hours during 
the whole three weeks. Yet, yet, ‘twas 
blifs. How lucky, that I was preffed to ftay at 
H. the 


[ eq 7 


HI. the night the fnow fet in! Would it had 
fnowed till doomfday! But, then, you mutt 
have been dis every night till doomfday. Now 
my happy time may come. 

Though I had not ftrength to refift when un- 
der the fame roof with you, eve 


3 


r fince we parts 
ed, the recollection that itwas his roof has 
made me miferable. Whimfical, that he fhould 
bid you prefs me, when I at firt refufed his 
folicitation.—Is H, guilty of a breach of hof- 
pitality ? 

I muft not queftion—I muft not think, Imuft 
jot write. —But, we will mect as we fixed. 

Does Robin Gray, fufpe& ?—Sufpet! And 
is H. a fubje& for fufpicion ? 


LoE TT eR ain. 
To the Same. 

Huntingdon, 16 Feb, 1776. 
Every time I fee you I difcover fome new 
charm, fome new accomplifhment. Before Hea- 
ven, there was not a title of flattery in what I 
told you yefterday. Nothing ‘can be flattery 
which I fay of you, for no invention, no poetry, 

no any thing can come up to what think of you. 
One of our Kings faid of the citizens of his 
good city of London, that when he confidered 
their 


oy 


im ny 
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their riches, he was in admiration at their under- 
ie ci ealegy he confidered, theirunderftand- 
mngs, he was in admiration at theirriches. [ult fo 
co I with regard to your perfon and your mind, 
but for a different reafon.—Nature was in one of 
her extravagant moods when fhe put you toge- 
ther. She might have made two captivating wo- 
men cut of you——by my foul, half a dozen! 
Your turn for mufic, and excellence init, would 
be a fufficient flock of charms for the moft difa- 
greeable woman to fet up with in life. Mufic hag 
charms to do things moft incredible, mufic-— 
Now fhall I, with ye good- hamou ai digref- 


spbbedbag? Effays, ona ony lo: ve, and end 
with a treatife upon the Gamut. 
Yet to talk of mufic, is to talk of you. M. an 

-mufic are the fame. What is mufic without you ? 
And harmony has tuned your mind, your per- 
fon, your every look, and word, and ation, 

Obferve--when I write to youl never pretend 
towritefenfe, Ihavenohead; you have made 
me all heart, from top to bottom. Senfe—why, 
{ am out of my fenfes, and have been thefe fix 
weeks. Were it poflible my{crawis to you could 
ever be read by any one but you, I fhould 1 
D called 
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ealled amadman. I certainly am either curft or 
bleft (I know not which) with paffions wild as 
the torrent’s roar. Notwit hitanding I take this 
fimile from water, the latent tiene whichlam 
formed, is fire. Swift had water in his brain: I 
have a urning coal of fre: your hand can light 
it up to rapture, rage, or madnefs. Men, real 
men, have never been wild enough for my admi- 
ration: it has wandered into the ideal world of 
fancy. Othello (but he fhould have put bimfelf 
to death in his wife’s fight, zot his wife), Viirpas 
are my heroes. Milk-and-water paflions are like 
f{entimental comedy. Give me (you fee, how, 
like your friend Montaigne, I trip myfelf of my 


fkin, and fhew you all my veins and arteries, 


even the playing of. my heart) give me, I 


fay, tragedy, pee tragedy, in the world, 


¢ 


I would maflacre 


as well as in the theatre. 


all mankind fooner ques lofe you. 


— This is mere madnefs ; 

And thus, awhile, the fit will work on him; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove 

When that her golden couplets are difclofed, 
His filence will fit drooping. 

7 | While Iam ranting thus 
ood, and murder—behold,I 
am aaweak asawoman. Mytears flowatbutthe 
idea 


we 4 

idea of lofing you. Yes, they don’t drop only; 
they pours I fob, like achild. Is this Othello 
is this Zanga ? We know not what we are, nor 
what we may become. 

‘This I know, ip I am and ever will be, 
your’s and only your’s. 

IfendyouOthan. You willfee whata favourite 
he is with me, by fome drawings, and pieces of 
(what your partiality will call) poetry, whichac- 
company the bard of other times. Should you 
quit this world before me, which fate forbid, often 
fhall I hear your {pirit (if I can be weak enough to 
furvive you)calling me fromthe low-failing cloud 
of night.—They abufe Macpherfon for calling 
them tranflations. If he alone be the author of 
them, why does he not fay fo, and claim the prize 
of fame; I proteft J would. They whodo not 
refufe their admiration tothe compofitions, {till 
think themfelves juftified to abufe Macpherfon, 
for pretending wot to be the author of what they 
Rilladmire. Js not this flrange? 

As we could not meet this morning (howlong 
muft our meetings depend on others, and not on 
ourfelves ?) I was determined, you fee, to have 
a long converfation with you. 

Pray feal, infuture, with better wax, and more 
tare. Something colder than one of my kiffes 
ies might 
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might have thawed the feal of yefterday. But! 


pas 

| will not talk of thawing. Had the froft and fnow 
continued, I had ftill been with you at H. 

i | The remainder of this (my fecond fheet ‘of 

Al paper, obferve) fhall be fled with what I think 

a valuable curiofity. The officer, whom you faw 

ag with meon Sunday, is lately come from America. 

: ile gave it me, and aflures me it is original. It 


e 


will explain itfelf. Would I might be in your 


a | dear, little, enchanted drefling-room, while vou 
p) > 8 7 y 
: read it! 
. The Speech of a Shawanefe Chief, to Lord Dunmore. 
Ff he 
ah “T appeal to any white man to-day, if ever he 


entered Logan’s cabin hungry, and he gave him 
not meat ; if he ever came cold or naked, and I 
um not clothing. During the laft long 
and bloody war, Logan remained idle, ignomini- 

is, In his cabin, an advocate for peace. Such 
was my love of the Whites, that thofe of mine 
own country pointed at measthey pafled by, and 


i ** Logan is the friend of white men.” [I 


d even thought to live with you. But the in- 
ee of one among you, did away that thought, 
and dragged me from my cabin of peace. Colo- 
nelCreflop, the laft {pring, in cold blood, cut off 

ithe balatichir of Logan, {paring neither women 
norchildren. Tbere runs not a drop of the blood 


of 


< 
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of Logan in the veins of any human creature. 
This called on me for revenge. I have fought it. 
I have killed many. Revenge has been fully 
glutted. 

‘* For my country——I rejoice at the beams of 
peace. But, harbour not the thought that mine 
is the joy of fear. Logan never felt fear. He 
will not turn his heel to fave his life. 

“* Who is there to mourn for Logan ?—Not 


a 33 
One. 


Por ile re ve 


To the Same. 


Huntingdon, 22 Feb. 1776.4 
Fow filly we were, both of us, not to recol- 
lect your favourite Jenny ? and did not Jamie 
think of her either ? 
“—— Though my mother did na fpeak, 

She look’d in my face, till my heart was fit to break.” 
Was not this exa€tly the inftance we wanted ? 
Something more has occurred to me on the 

fame fubje€&t. Rather than not write to you, or 
than write to you as deferiptively as recollestion 
fometimes tempts me, I know you would have 
me write nonfenfe. _ 


D 3 


ne a OR RE EOD Od aa 


{ ET apioy's Tad 9 ‘ oF r bats 
in Hervey’s ** Meditations” are two patiages 
as fine as they are fimple and natural. 
** A beam or two finds its way through the 
- Le) 
c¢ erates 
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srates, and reflects a feeble glimmer from the 


nails of the coffins.”——** Should the hagg: ird 
‘6 fkeleton 


6¢ 
i lift a clattering hand—.” In the lat= 

* F Maoh not whether the epithet haggard 
might not be foared. 


olwell,in the account of the fuf- 


terings at the black hole at Calcutta, when he 
{peaks of the length of time he fupported nature 
| 


by catching the drops, oceafioned by the Ft 
which fell, from his head and face, adds thefe 
words—‘* You cannot imagine how unhappy f 
was when any one of them efcaped my tongue!” 
What a fcene! Ihe happinefs, the exiftence of 
a fellow creature, dependent upon being able ‘to 
his own fweat ) Shakefpeare’s 
fancy coul in not have invented, nor ever did in- 
vent, any thing more fublime3 for this is nature, 
and nature itfelf is fublimity.—People. write 
upon a particular fituation, they do not put 
themfelves in the fituation..; We only fee the 
“ Diaek in his Hudy; and working upa 
ftory to amufe or to frighten ; not the identical 
Tom Jones, not Macbeth himfelf. 

Can you become the very being you defcribe ? 


Can 


Card 
Can you look round, and mark only that which 
flrikesin your newcharatter, and forget all which 
{truck in your own? Can you bid your com- 
fortable ftudy, be the prifon of innocence or the 
houfe of mourning ? Can you transform your 
garret of indigence into the palace of pleafure ? 
If you cannot, you had better clean fhoes, than 
endeavour bywritings to intereft the imagination. 
We cannot even bear to fee an author only peep- 
ing over the top of every page, to obferve how we 
like him. The player 1 would call a corporal 
actor, the writer a mental ator. Garrick would 
in vain have put his face and his body in all the 
fituations of Lear, if Shakefpeare had not before 
put his mind in them all. In a thoufand in- 
flances, we have nothing to do but to copy na- 
ture, if we can only get her to fit our pencil. 
And yet--how few ofthe mofteminent maftersare 
happy enough to hit off her difficult face exactly! 

Every perfon of tafte would have been certain 
that Mr. Holwell was one of the fufferers in the 
black hole, only from the fhort paflage I have 
noticed. 

Robinfon Crufoe now—what nature! It af- 
feQs us throughout, exadlly in the way you 
mentioned. : 

Bat, fhall I finith my differtation? Come—as 
writing 
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writing to you gives me fo much pleafure, and 
as I can’t do any thing to you but write this 


morning I know you'll excufe me. 


Did you ever hear to what Crufoe owed his 
exiftence ? You remember Alexander Selkirk’s 
{trange fequeftration at Juan Fernandez. It is 
mentioned, I believe, in Walter’s account of An- 
fon’s Voyage. When Captain Woodes Rogers 


4 
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met with him and brought him to England, he 
employed the famous Daniel de Foe to revife his 
papers. That fertile genius improved upon his 
materials, and compofed the celebrated {tory of 
Robinfon Crufoe. The confequencé was that Sel- 
kirk, who foonafter made hisappearancein print, 
was confidered asa baftard of Crufoe,with which 
{purious offspring the prefs too often teems. In 
De Foe, undoubtedly, this was not honeft. Had 
selkirk given him his papers, there could have 
been no harm in working themup hisown way. 
I can eafily conceive a writer ma aking his own ufe 
ofa known faQ, and filling up the outlines which 
have been fketched bythe bold and hafty liand of 
fate. A moral may be added, by fuch means, to 
a particular incident; charaGers may beplacedin 
their juft and proper lights; mankind may be 
tea, (and amufements fometimes. prevent 


crimes) or, if the ftory be criminal, mankind 
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may be bettered, through the channel of their 
curiofity. But, I would not be difhoneft, ba 
De Foe; nor would I pain the breaft of a fingle 
individual connected with the ftory. 
Toexplain what Imean by aerz minal {tory.— 
Faldoni and Terefa might have been prevented 
from making profelytes, if they ever have made 
any, by working up their moft affecting Rory fo 
as to take off the edge of the dangerousexample. 
But not in the way Mr. Jerningham has done 
it; who tells us, not lefs intelligibly thar 


pathetically, 


All-ruling love, the god of youth, poffeis’d 
Entire dominion of Faldoni’s breaft : 

An equal flame did fympathy impart 

(A flame deflru€tive) to Terefa’s heart : 

As on one ftem two opening flowers refpire, 
So grew their life (entwin’d) on one delire. 


Are you not charmed? Perhaps you never fawthe 
poem. T have it here and will bringit you as 2 cu- 
riofity: the melancholy tale willnot take upthree 
words, though Mr. J. has beftowed upon it 335 

1elan nistioty lines, The cataftrophe happen’d near 
ells in the month of June, 1770. Two lovers 
(Faldoni and Terefa Meunier) meeting with an 
invincible obftacle to their union, determinedto 


put 
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put an end to their exiftence with piftols. The 
place they chofe forthe execution of their terrible 
project wasa chapel that ftood at a little diftance 


md | 
i 


from the houtfe., hey even decorated the altar 
fer the oceafion. They paid a particular atten- 
tion to theirown drefs. Terefa was drefled in 
white, with rofe-coloured ribbands. The fame 
coloured ribbands were tied to the putols. Each 
held the ribband that was faftened to the other’s 
trigger, which they drew at a certain fignal. 

Arria and Petus (fays Voltaite) fet the ex- 
ample, but then it muft be confidered they were 
condemned to death by a tyrant. Whereas 
love was the only inventor and perpetrator of 
this deed. 

Yet, while I talk of taking off the dangerous 
dge of their example, they have almoft lifted 
me under their bloody banners — 

On looking over the fermon I have written, 
ollect a curious anecdote of Selkirk. 

(By the bye, Wilkes, I fuppofe, would fay, 
that none but a Scotchman could have lived fo 
Many years upon a defert ifland.) 

He tamed a great number of kids for fociety, 
and with them and the numerous offspring of 
twoor three cats that had been left with him, he 
ufed often to dance.--From all which my infe- 


rence 
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rence is this—-M. will'not furely deprive herfelf 


rene 
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of H’s fociety; but will let. him find her zhere 
to-morrow. Efpecially, fince, in Mr. J.’s ex- 


prejfive language, 


ony Treats fatpit 
As on one ftem two opening flowers refpire, 
So grow our lives (entwin’d) on one defirre. 
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To Mr. ——-——. 
H... 22°F eb: 276. 
Where was you this morning, my life? I 
fhould have been froze to death I believe with 
the cold, if I had not been waiting for you. I am 


uneafy, very uneafy. What could prevent you ? 


Your own appointment too. W hy not write, if 
you could not come ?—-—Then, I hada dream 


laft night, .afaddream, my H. 


*¢ For thee I fear, my love ; 


ees 


«¢ Such ghaftly dreams laft night furprized my foul.” 
Vv 7 rie +a YT ] ay = bs rad ma -} f. Ty 5 
Lou may reply, perhaps, with my tavourite 

Iphis, 
‘¢ Fleed not thefe black illufions of the night, 
** The mockings of unquiet flumbers.” 
Alas cannot help it. I am a weak wo- 
| 
man, not a foldier. 
I thought 
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I thought you had a duel with a perfon whom 
we have agreed never to mention. I thought 
you killed each other. Inot only faw his fword, 
I heard it pafs through my H.’s body. I faw 
iN if you both die; and with you, love and grati- 
tude. Who is there, thought I, to mourn for 
M.? Not one | 

You may call me foolifh; but I am uneafy, 
miferable, wretched ! Indeed, indeedI am. For 

God’s fake, let me hear from you. 
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To the Same. 

H. 24. Feb. 76, 
Tuart bufinefs, as I told you it would, laft 
night, obliges him to go totown. Iam to fol- 
low, for the winter. Now, my H. for the royal 
black bob and the bit of chalk ; or for any bet- 
ter {cheme you'll plan. Let me know, to-mor- 
row, where you think Lady G.’s fcheme will be 
moft practicable on the road, and there I’ll take 
care to top. I take my bible cath I won’t de- 
ceive you, and more welcome fhall you be to my 


longing arms, than all the dukes or princes in 


} 


nritendom. If [am not happy for one whole 


sat in my life, it will now be your fault. 


Is 
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is not this kind and thoughtful? Why did it 


never occur to fl fo often as we have talked 


of my being obliged to leave this dear place ? 
To me moff dear, fince it has been the fcene of 
my acquaintance, my happinefs with H. 

But, am I to leave behind me that c 
Surely 
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LE ToT ER SVG. 


To Mifs—. 


Huntingdon, 26 Feb, 1776. 

Wey will not the wifhed-for day, or rather 
night, arrive? And here, I have not feen you 
fince 1 know not when—not for two whole days. 

But I wrote you a long letter yefterday why 
it would be dangerous to meet; and all in 
rhyme. The beginning, I affure you, was not 
poetry, but truth—-—If the conclufion was co- 
loured too highly, you muft excufe it. The 
pencil of love executed it, and the fly rogue will 
indulge himfelf fometimies, Let the time come, 
T’ll convince you his pencil did not much exag- 
gerate. 

Juft now I was thinking of your birth-day, 
about which J afked you the other day. It’s 
droll that your’s and mine fhould be fo near 
together. And thus I obferve thereon. 


Your poets, cunning rogues, pretend 
That men are made of clay; 

And that the heavenly potters make 

Some five or fix a day. 


pe 2 

No wonder, M. I and you 
Don’t quite deteft each other ; 

Or that my foul is link’d to your’s, 
As if it were it’s brother: 


For in one year we both were made, 


Nay almoft in one day- 
So, ten to one, we both came from 
One common heap of clay. 


What? if I were not caft in near 
So fine a mould as you 

My heart (or rather, M. your's ) 
Is tender, fond, and true. 


Corporal Trim fets off to-day for our head 
quarters. My plan is laid fo, that no difcovery 
can take place. Gods, that two fuch fouls, as 
your’s and mine, fhould be obliged to defcend 
to arts and plans! Were it not for your dear 
fake, I’d fcorn to do any thing I would not wifh 
difcovered. 


| iris Died Bes poe OS ee py ge 
To Mr. ——. 


H, 21 Feb. 1776. 

ALL your plans are ufelefs. The Corporal has 
made his forced march to no purpofe. The fates 
E 2 are 
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me, Mr. Omiah will give us a fpecimen.— Will 
Cc 4 
you bring me fome book to-morrow to divert me 
as I poft it to town—that I may forget, if it be 
pofible, Iam pofting from you? 
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“To Mifs ——. 


Hockerill, 1. March, 1776. 

Ir is your ftrict injunCtion that I do not offend 
you by fuffering my pen to fpeak of laft night. 
I will not, my M. nor fhould I, had you not in- 
joinedit. You once faid a nearer acquaintance 
would make me change my opinion of yoy. It 
has, I fave changed my opinion. The more f 
know you, the more chaftely I think of you. 
Notwithftanding laft night (what a night!), and 
our firft too, I proteft to God, I think of you 
with as much purity, asif we were going to be 
married 


You take my meaning, I am fure ; 
becaufe they are the thoughts I know you wifh 
me to entertain of you. 

You got to town fafe, I hope. Ove letter 
may find me before I fhall be able to leave Hun- 
tingdon, whither I return to-day; or, at leaft, 
to Cambridge. I am a fool about Crop, you 
know. And I am now more tender of him, 
becaufe he has carried you.—How little did we 
think that morning we fhould ever make each 
other fo happy! 

Don’t forget to write, and don’t forget the 
ae key, 


W 
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key, againft I come to town. As far as feeing 
you, I will ufe it fometimes; but never for an 
Opportunity to indulge our pation. That, 
pofitively, fhall never again happen under dis 
roof. How did we applaud each other for not 
fuffering his walls at H. to be infulted with t 
firft {cene of it! And how ha ippy were we Liban, 

after we waked from our dream of blifs, to think 
how often we had ated othery wife, during the 
time the fnow fhut me up at H.! a fnow as dear 
to me, as to yourfelf. 

My mind is torn, rent, with ten thoufand 


thoughts and bettnittdns about you, and about 
myfelf. 


> 
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W hen we meet, which hall be as we fixed, I 


v¥ 


may perhaps mention ome idea to you. 
a 
ial us CONtrive to be to gether fome even- 


g that od favourite Jephtha is performed. 
ee lofedisa fong, dich came into my hands 


by an accident fince we parted. Neither the 
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words nor the mufic, I take it, will difpleafe you, 


a 


Ad Cu. 


In its graces and airs, 


All bright as an satel new dropp’d from the 


t 


At diftaace I gaze, sth am awed by my fear 
So ftrangely you dazz e my eye! 


But when, without art, 


Your kind thoughts you impart, 


a 


W hen love runs in blufhes. thro’ every ve 
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When, it darts from your eyes, when it pants 


in your heart, 


hen I know you're.a woman again. 


«¢ 'There’s a paffion and pride 
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** In our fex,” fhe replied, 


“ And thus, might I gratify pth, tT would do 
As an fie appear to each lover befide 
“ But fill b 


ey 


Ca Woman to yo 
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To the Same. 


Cannon Coffee-houfe, Charing-crofs, 
17 March, 76. 

la No further than this can I get from you, be- 
| fore I aflure you that every word I faid juft now 
came from the bottom of my heart. I never 
fhall be happy, never fhall be in my fenfes, till 
you confent to marry me. And notwithftanding 
the dear night at Hockerill, and the other which 
your ingenuity procured me laft week in D. 
{treet, I {wear by the blifs of bliffes, I never will 
tafte it again till you are my wife. 


Le Pere hee 


To the Same. 


Cannon Coffee-h oufe, 
17 March, 76. 
THouGH you can hardly have read my laft 
fcrawl, I muft pefter you with another. I had 
ordered fome dinner; but I can neither eat, nor 
do any thing elfe. ‘* Mad!”—I may be mad, 
for what Iknow. Jam fure I’m wretched. 
For God’s fake, for my life and foul’s fake, if 
you love me, write directly hither, or at leaft 
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y-night to my lodgings, and fay what is that 27 
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Corture fhall not force you to marryme.” Did 
yo 
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you not ik o? Then you hate me; and what 


is life worth ? 
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damned parts we aét ? My foul was not formed 
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for fuch meanneffes. ‘To fteal in at a back door, 
to deceive, to plot, to lie+-Perc 
of it makes me defpife myfelf. 

Your children—Lord S.—(If we have not 
been afhamed of our conduét, why have we 
cheated con{cience all armas by “ile” and ‘‘ His,” 
and ‘*Old Robin Gray?” Oh, how have we de- 


fcended, M.!) Lord S. I fay, cannot but provide 


for your dear boys. As to your {weet litt le girl— 
I will be a father toher, as well as a hufband to 


you. Every farthing I have I will fettle on you 
both. Iwill—God knows, and you fhall find 
what I will do for sie both, when I am able. 


Good God, what would I not do! 


—A 
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Write, write; I[fay; write. By the living 
a é 
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[ will have this in/uperable reafon from you, 


re vou loye me, 
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To Mr. Heese. 


| Hi) A. 17 March, ~6, 
Vs Anp does myH. think I wanted fuch a letter 
J as this to finifh my affliction? Oh, my dear Ja- 
mie, you know not how you diftrefs me. 

And do you imagine I have willingly fubmitted 
to the artifices to which I have been obliged, for 
your fake, to defcend? What has been your part, 
from the beginning of the piece, to mime? I was 
obliged to act a part even to you. It was my bu- 
finefs not to let you fee how unhappy the arti- 
: fices, to which I have fubmitted, made me. 
if And that they did embitter even our happieft 
moments. 

But fate ftands between us. We are doomed 
to be wretched. And I, every now and then, 
think fome terrible cataftrophe will come of our 


connection. *‘ Some dire event,” as Storgé pro- 


aint PRT as 
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phetically fays in Jephtha, “ hangs o’er our 
heads ;——-— 

** Some woful fong we have to fing 
** In mifery extreme.--O never, never 
<* ‘Was my foreboding mind diftrefs’d before 
** With fuch inceflant pangs ak 


Oh, 
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Oh, that it were no crime to quit this world 
like Faldoni and Terefa ! and that we might be 
happy together in fome other world, where gold 
and filver are unknown! By your hand I could 
even die with pleafure. I know I could. 

‘‘Infuperable reafon. ”Yes, my H., there 1S, 
and you force it from me. Yet, better to tell 
you, than to have you doubt my love; that love 
which is now my religion. I have hardly any 
God but you. I almoft offer up my prayers ¢a 
you, as well as for you. 

Know then, if you was to marry me, you 
would marry fome hundred pounds worth of 
debts! and that you never hall do. 

Do you remember a folemn oath you took in 
one-of your letters, when I was down at Hiv 
and how you told me afterwards it mu/? be fo, 
becaufe you had fo folemnly fworn it? 

Inthe fame folemn and dreadful words I {wear 
that I never will marry you, happy as it would 
make me, while I owe a fhilling in the world. 
Jephtha’s vow is paft. 

What your letter fays about my poor children 
made me weep; butit fhall not make me change 
my refolution. 

It is a further reafon why I fhould not.-- If I 
*¢ do not marry you, Ido not love you!” Gra- 
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Vil wipe my eyes, and l’ll kifs it again, and then 


7. 
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| weep again. And 


Can I give a ftronger inftance of my regard 
for you, or a {tronger proof that you ought to 
take my advice, than my thus begging my only 
joy to leave me? I will not {wear I thall furvive 
it; but, I befeech you, go ! 

Fool that I am 


J undo with one hand, all 
Ido with the other. My tears, which drop be« 
tween every word d write, prevent the effect of 
my reafoning; which, I am fure, is juft. 

Be aman, I fay—you are anangel. Join your 
regiment; and, as fure as I love you (nothing 
can be more fure) I will recall you, from what 
will be banifhment as much to me as to you, 
the firlt moment I can marry you with honour 
to myfelf, and happinefs to you. 

But, I muft not write thus. 


Adieu ! 


Ill fuits the voice of love, when glory calls, 
And bids thee follow Jephtha to the field. 
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LET TER XXIII. 


To Mifs 


Cannon Coffee-houfe, 

17 March, 1776. 
Anp I will refpe&t the vow of Jephtha, and I 
will follow to the field. At leaft, I will think 
of it all to-night, for I am fure I fhall not fleep, 


and will let you know the fuccefs of my ftruggle, 


t yo 

for a firuggle it will be to-morrow. I will wait 
for you at the fame place in the Park, where I 
fall fee you open the A. door, Should it rain— 
I'll write. It was my intention to have en- 
deavoured to fee you now, but I changed my 
mind, and wrote this, here; and I am glad I 
did. We are not in a condition to fée each 
other. Cruel debts! Rather, cruel vow! for, 
would you but have let me, I would have con- 
trived fome fcheme about your debts. I could 
form a plan. My Gofport matters—my com- 
milhon—— 

Alas, you frown, andI muft ftop. Why would 
not fortune fmile upon my two lottery tickets ? 
Heaven knows I bought them on your account. 
Upon the back of one of them I wrote, in cafe 


of my fudden death, “ this is the property of 
Mifs —.* 


h-5a 
Mifs—.” On the back of the other, that it 


belonged to your daughter. 


For what am [ ftill referved ? 


te deste of Wh AI. 


To Mr ~. 
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#i. IQ Niarch, 1776 


Way, why do you write to me fo often? 
Why do you fee me fo often? When you ac- 
knowledge the neceflity of complying with my 
advice. 

You tell me, if Ibid you, you'll go. I have 
bid you, begged you to go.—I do bid you. go. 
Go, I conjure you, go! But let us not have any. 
more partings. The laft was too,toomuch. I did 
not recover myfelf all day. And your goodnefs 
to my little white-headed boy—He made me 
burft into tears this morning, by talking of the 
good-natured gentleman, and producing your 
prefent. 

Hither ftay, and let our affeCtion difcover and 
ruin us—or go. 

On the bended knees of love I intreat you, 
-H., my deareft H. to go. 


F2 LET. 


a I Pe ia, 


Lc E TT Bee 
To Me¢—-saen 


Ireland, 26 March, 1776. 


igland——Good Heavens, that 


M. fhould be in one part of the world, and her 
H. in another! Will not our deftinies fuffer us 
to breathe the fame air? Mine will not, I moft 
| firmly believe, let me reft, till they have hunted 
me to death. 

Will you not give me. your approbation for 
obeying you thus? Approbation! And is that 
the coin to pafs between us ? 

Yet, I will obey you further. I will reftrain 
:| my pen as muchas poffible. I will feratch the 
ti word love out of my dictionary. I will forget—— 

I lie—I never can, nor ever will forget you, or 
any thing which belongs to you. ButI will, as 
you wifely advife, and kindly defire me, as much 
as poflible, write on other fubjeéts. Every thing 
entertaining, that I can procure, I will. - PI 
Twiffify, and write ours—or any thing but 
‘| love-letters. ‘This morning, pardon me: Tam 
unable to trifle ; I mu? be allowed to talk of 
love, of M. 
And, when I am able, youmuftallow meto put 
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in a word or two fometimes for myfelf. To-day, 
however, I will not make you unhappy by telling 
you how truly fo 7 am. 

The truth is—-my heart is full ; and though 
F thought, when I took up-my pen, I could have 
filled a quire of paper with it, I now have not a 
word to fay. Were I fitting by your. fide now 
(oh that I were!) I fhould only have power to 
recline my cheek upon your fhoulder, and to 
wet your handkerchief with my tears. 

. My own fafety, but for your fake, isthe laft of 
my confiderations. Our paffage was rather boif- 
terous, but not dangerous. Mrs. F. (whom I 
mentioned to you, I believe, in the letter I wrote 
jult before we embarked) has enabled me to 
make you laugh with an account of her beha- 
viour; were either of us ina humour to laugh. 

Why did you cheat me fo about that box ? 

Fiad I known J fhould find, upon opening it, 
that the things were for me, I would never have 
brought it. But that you knew. Was it kind, 
my M. to give me fo many daily memorandums 
of you, when I was to be at fuch a diftance fr 
you? Oh, yes, it was, it was, moft eal And 
] thoufand and ten 
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thoufand kindnefles I never will forvet. . The 


purfe fhall be my Ba Nay companion, the fhirts: 
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Pll wear by night, one of the handkerchiefs I was 
obliged to ufe in d irying my eyes as foon as I 


sare hie bee 
opened the box, the 


; 
God, God, blefs you in this world—that is, 
give you your H.—, and grant you an eafy paf- 
lage to eternal bleflings in a better world, 
If you go before me, may the ftroke be fo in- 
{tantaneous, that you may not have time to caft 


one longing, lingering look on - H.! 


LET ToE-R XXVI 
To the Same. 


Ireland, 8 April, 1776. 

Your’s, dated April the firft, would have di- 
verted me, had [been fome leagues nearer to you. 
It contained true wit and humour. I truly thank 
you for it, becaufe know with how much diffi- 
culty you ftudy for any thing like wit or humour 
in the prefent fituation of your mind. But youdo 
it to divert me; and it is done for one, who, 
though he cannot laugh at it, as he ought, will 
remember it, as he ought—-Yet, with what a 


melancholy tendernefs it concluded! There 


oh 


oke your heart. 
Your fituation, when you wrote it, was fome- 
g like that of an actrefs, who fhould be obli- 


ged 
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ged to playa part in comedy, on the er venine ofa 

day which, by fome real cataftrophe, had marked 
her out for the capital figure of a real tragedy. 
Perhaps I have faid Potent hing like this in the 
long letter I have written you fince. Never 
mind. 

Pray be careful how you feal your letters. 
‘The wax always robs me of five or ane words. 
Leave a fpace for your feal. Suppofe that fhould 
be the part of your letter which tells me you ftill 
love me. If the wax cover it, I fee it not—I find 
no fuch expr reflion in your letter—I grow diftrac- 
ted——and immédiately fet out for Charing-Crofs 
to afk you whether you do indeed ftill love me. 

In the hofpitality of this country I was not de- 
ceived. They have a curfe in their language, 
ftrongly defcriptive of it—** May the grails grow 
at your door !’——-The women, if I tke not 
you, I fhould find fenfible and pretty. But lam 
deaf, dumb, blind, to every thing, and to every 
perfon but you. If I write any more this morns 
ing, I fhall certainly fin againft you rcommands, 

Why do you fay nothing of your dear chil- 
dren ?. 1 infift upon it you buy my friend a taw, 
and two dozen of marbles; and place them to 


the account of 


5 Sh | Py 
Your humble Servant. 
I 


ae 
2k L- 


Treland, 20 April, 76. 
FTANKS tor the two letters I received laft 


They drew tears. from me, but:not 


+ 0 my poetry you aremuch too partial. Never 


talx of writing poetry for the prefs. It will not 


ae at i aD Ae, Se one ee : 
poetry 5 and, of the judges, few, alas! are juft. 
y ee | Se |b. ye Tg “< 

{ yuvenai, the irioman Chure 


hill, advifes a young 


man to turn auctioneer, rather than poet. In our 
e i days, Chriftie would knock Chatterton out of all 


7 roy 


chancein aweek.--The opaniards havea proverb, 


fc ERs ] 1+ fk mal - ep a | fe 
“* Fie, who cannot make one verle, 1s a block- 
e¢ > 24d i= > 1 S OY is 9 fool 73 H Vo 
mCaAU 5 LIC Wild ! KOS ALLOTC, o% 2 sAVUUl, = } 
tha = nm 9 Iattle hw nam 7 | ae 
ili ag Oras you KNOW SLLLIC ie laine. Witbic S$ 
d 


nae 
Me atic ‘The 
it is true, in our da ys 
not much worthipped 


1ot without their hu- 


A any we bs Aaa 
4\ young man was complaining the other da lay 
} } L,- al +e } 1S ann teal dk gs IVT > > % > ? 
that ne haa ic if 411$ a} petites © Turn poet, then, 


* 2 
Laid 


faid one in CODA PANS “‘ they generally have 
pretty ftout ones.” 
Your /en/ible eyes have not long, Iknow, been 
dry from the tale of Chatterton. Even now a 
pearly drop peeps over the brimof each; and now 
they drop, drop upon his mangled memory, like 
the Samaritan’s balm upon thetraveller’s wounds. 
—-And, perhaps, what I had heard and told 
you, may not be half. 
That I.may make youfomeamends for teazing 
you with my bad poetry the other day, I will to- 
day fend you fome very good. It is the compoli- 
tion of aclergyman, an Englifhman, fettled near 
Dublin. It got the prize at Oxford not long 
fince, and was fpoken in the theatre at fuch a 
public bufinefs, as one at which, I think, I re- 
member to have heard you fay you were prefent. 
Perhaps you were there this very time, 
When you have read the lines, you will 
think I need not add a word about the author’s 


abilities. 
On the Love of our Country. 


YE fouls illuftrious, who, in days of yore, 
With peerlefs might the ritifh target bore, 
Who, clad in wolf-fkin, from the fcythed car, 
Frown’d on the horrid brow of mailed war ; 
Wt Faxa) 
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L ago ag 


Who dar'd your rudely sipges limbs oppofe 
ae {teel of raps and to Roman foes: 


ind ye of lat age, tho’ not lefs fame 
In tilt and tournament, the princely game 
“ol Hh! Of Arthur’s barons, wont, in hardieft {fport, 


To claim the faireft Guerdon of the Court; 
Say, holy fhades, did e’er your gen’rous blood 
a Roll thro’ your faithful fons in nobler flood, 

yf Than*late, when Ge orge bade girdon ev ry thigh 
The oi braided {word of liberty 5 
ay, when the high-born Druids’ magic ftrain 
Rouz di on a d Mona’s top a female train 

To madnefs, and with more than mortal rage 
Bade them like furies in the fight engage, 
a Frantic when each unbound her briftling hair, 
I And fhook a flami: ng torch, and yell’d in wild 
| defpair ; 

dr when on Crefly’s plain the fable might 

Of Edward dar’d four monarchs to the fight ; 
Say, holy thades, did patriotic heat 
In your big Heca with quicker tranfports beat 
Than in your fons, when forth like ftorms they 

pour’d, 
In freedom’s caufe, the fury of the {word ? 
Who rul’d the main, or she armies led, 
With Hawke who conquer’d, or with olf who 
bled. Poor 


* Thefe lines were written foen after the inftallation at 
Wis, if ior, 


fF eo ay 


Poor is his triumph, and difgrac’d his name; 


W ho draws the {word for empire, wealth, or fame; 
For bim tho’ wealth be blown on ev'ry wind, 
Tho’ fame announce him mightieft of mankind, 
Tho’ twice ten nations fink beneath his blade, 
Virtue difowns him, and-his glories fade. 

For him no pray’rs are pour’d, no pans fung, 
No bleflings chaunted from a nation’s tongue 5 
Blood marks the path to his untimely bier, 
The curfe of widows and the orphan’s tear 
Cry to high Heaven for vengeance on his head ; 
Alive, deferted; and Pcs when dead. 
Indignant of his deeds, the mufe, who fings 
Undaunted truth, and fcorns to flatter kings, 
Shall fhew the monfter in his hideous form, 


And mark him as an earthquake, or a ftorm. 


Not fo the patriot chief, ae dar’d withftand 
The bafe invader of his ve land; 
Who made her weal his ecat eft, only end, 


Rul’d but to ferve her, fought but to defend, 

Her voice in council, and in fight her {word, 

Lov’d as her father, as her god ador’d; 

Who firmly virtuous, and feverely pone 

Sunk with the freedom that he could not fave. 
Jn worth like his, the mufe delights to a 2 

Reveres alike in triumph or defeat, 

Crowns 
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And honours Paoli’sm ore than /rederich’s name 


Here let the mufe with< aw the blood-ftain’d veil, 

And thew the boldeft fon of public zeal. 

See Sidney le: aning o’er the block! His mien, 
lear, ferene. 


His voice, his hand. unfhaken, ¢ 
9 > $ 
7 
¥ l 


2 a lenpl|ay 
c{ no harangue, proudly dec! 


io gain the plaudit of a w ayward crowd 


INO {pecious vaunt death’s terrors to dety, 


vias Pers = ~] = a 
otill death delaying, as afraid to die. 


But fternly filent, down he bows—to prove 


How firm his public, though miftaken love. 
Unconquer’d patriot ! form’d by ancient lore 
The love of ancient freedom to reftore, 


Who nobly ated, what he boldly wrote, 
And feal’d by death, the leffons that he taugh 


lB 
é 


: ; 14 , 
is the tie that links the anxious fire, 
a i + 1 7s ¥ 
To the fond babe that prattles round his fire 


Dear is the love that prompts the grateful y out 


11s fre’s fond cares and drooping age to footh 


~—_ 
= 
—" 
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Ty, 


— 


Dear | is the brother, fifter, hufbar id, wife ; 
Dear all the charities of focial life: 


c 


Nor wants firm friend{hi ip holy wreaths to bind, 
In mutual fympathy the faithful mind: 


But not th’ endearing fprings that fondly move 


Vo filial duty, or parental love, 


Ny if 


J. % » 
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Not all the ties that kindred bofoms bind, 
Not allin friendthip’s holy wreaths entwin’d, 
‘Are half fo dear, fo potent to control 

The gen’rous workings of the patriot foul, 
Asis that hely voice which cancels all 


‘Phofe ties, which bids him for his country fall ; 


At this high f{ummons, with undaunted zeal, 


He bares his breaft, invites th’impending fteel, 
Smiles at the hand that deals the fatal blow, 
Nor heaves one figh for all he leaves below. 


Nor yet doth glory, tho’ her port be bold 
Her afpect radiant, and her trefles gold, 


& 


Guide thro’ the walks of death alone her car, 

Attendant only on the din of war: 

She not difdains the gentler vale of peace, 

Nor olive fhades of philofophic eafe, 

Where heav’n-taught minds to wooe the mufe 
refort, 

Create in colours, or with founds tranfport 

Where youths court {cience,or where fages teach, 

Where ftatefmen plan, where mitred fathers 
preach— 

More pleas’d on Ifis’ filent marge to roam, 


‘han bear in pomp the fpoils of Minden home. 


To read with Newton’s ken the ftarry fky, 
éind God the fame in all his orbs defery; 


~ 
2 


G Te 
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Build the nice { 


y arts a patron’s aid ; 

tructure of the gen’rous law, 

{that holds the free-born foul in willing awe; 

ab Hi)! O’er pale misfortune drop, with friendly figh, 
|| Pity’s mild balm, and wipe affliGtion’s eye; 

ritannia muft approve, 

Muft nurfe theirgrowth with all a parent’s love. 

Thefe are the deeds that public virtue owns, 

A 


And, juft to public virtue, glory crowns. 


LE. TT. EB Rey oe. 


To the Same. 


. Ireland, 3d May, 1776. 


tata Tt asaxe Ava cant _ ie 
My latt,~I hope, did not offendyou. The 


oa 
.o) 
=) 


ik note I was obliged to return; although I 
ik you for it, more than words can tell 
you. 

Shall I, whom you will not marry, becaufe 
you will not load me with your debts, increafe 


cr 


1ole debts; at leaft prevent you from diminifh- 


by robbing you of fifty pounds ? 


ing them, 
Were I capable of it, I fhould be unworthy your 
| love. But be not offended that I returned it. 
Heaven knows how willingly a quire of fuch 


thin gs 


er ae | « he.) 

s about me. [alk not of the 

p > ake ir } +teare {1 Awe MATS] 

poitage whl ich your de tetters’ COL nic. WV Lil 

c 
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you refute to make your H. happy: And think 
+ va a ethan! Luter eaten eds ? 
yo ul can pay too dear for happinets: 


+ * i 
But, Lord! you rave. I am rich——as rican as a 


3 a5): Agee, a a at a Leena eat eae 
Jew: and without taking into the caicuiation 
| ey cae 32 WT} aye 
the treaiure 1 potieis in your love.———- W hy, you 
] f oe ante sat ; 
talk of what I allow 1! 


That does not fwallow 
ditaments at Gofport. ‘Lhen there's my pay, 


and twenty other ways and means befides, I dare 


p= 
ret 
(@) 
7 
bet 


fay, could I but reco ae cL them.—Go to— 
youlamrich. So, let me know you got th 
filver paper fafe, ie that Tam a good boy. 


Rich! To be fure Fam—why, I can afford to 


2 


go to plays. I faw Catlé y laft night, in your 
d c / 
favourite as epia aadl the way, I'll tell you a 


ftory of her, when fhe wason your fidethe water. 
Names donot immortalize praife-worthyat 


. 
Pe + wy r aay 
aotes,tney immortalize names.--o01 


hadarifen between Mifs Catleyand the 


co aes the terms upon which fhe 


engaged for the feafon. One of the managers 
called upon her, at her little lodge in Drury 
Lane, to fettle it. “The maid was going tofhew 


rs) 


G 2 the 


ae the gentleman up ftairs, and tocall her miftrefs, 


Ae i ‘No, no,” cries the actrefs, who was in the 
Bt) 


matchen, and heard the € manager’s voice, ** there 


‘is no. occafion to fhew the gentleman to a 


ea “ room.—I am bufy below, (to the manave er) 
oo) DE }| : AB, = 


* making apple-dumplings for my brats. You 


: C8 a ae > 
ist KNOW whe ther 


&¢é 


you havea mind to give me the 


A “money Tafk, ornot. Iam nene of your fine 
‘Cladies, who get a cold or the tooth-ach, and 
“can’t fing. If you have a mind to give me 
“the money, fay fo; my mouth fhall not open 
‘for a farthing lefs. So, good- -morning to you 
tf ** and don’t keep the girl there in the paflage; 
_') = 
4d: i Gé for T 


r £ want her to put the dumplings in the 
t, while I nurfe the child. ”—The turnips 
f of Fabricius, and Andrew Marvel’s cold leg of 
| mutton, are worthy to be ferved up on the fame 
lay with. Nan Catley’s apple-dumplings. 
Come—lI am not unhappy, orl could not talk 
of other people and write thus gaily. Nothing 
can make me truly unhappy, but a change in 
your fentiments of me. By the Almighty God of 


heaven, Iknow my own feelings fo thoroughly, 


“* po 


I do not think I could furvive fuch a thing. 

As you love me, fcold menot about the poplin 
ou'll receive next week. It coft me nothing—+ 
may furely give what was given to me. 


L. Ete 


y 
T 
4 


Do you think, that to make fuch propolals, 


as your laft co thd is the way to reconcile 
re to this worfe than banifhment? You re- 


tm ~} 


fufed to come into my {c Ff 


1€me Or Marrlage-—— 


£ 
TDA sas xr het S Cs ea ee Ses oe > and 
£ CFrit in your idea Ox gol 3 on the Lage 3 and, 


; 7} gy mea ver 4 vy" L VATE c 
as 1 live, ’] come over and make a party te 
Ta Re e firft night of your appearance 
damn you the. firft night of your appearance. 
Cinrpes ‘ath! 714] + iB v7 arvinec I Arie 
WICC you Whi MOU mare MY forcuncs, Wilk 
not share your earnings. 

Ai its : o w “ aI +14 f. 1 5 se epee c 
Phe {tory you, mention at. Flamborough, of 


J 


Boardingham, who was murdered by his wife and 


her lover, is moft fhocki bi The reflections you 


mg 
yy 
2 


draw-fr 


a i) 


rom it are moft juft; and what you fay of 
our fituation ae true. The woman n 


been Pea ie a wild beaft see: Yet their feel- 
a 


ings, when fhe and Aikney we 


together (fuppofing any thin rat love remained) 


d = 


09 


muft have been seater --I proteft,] would will. 
ingly embrace with M. thecruelleft death which 


torture could invent (provided fhe were onabed 


a4 = 
G of 
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of rofes, than lead the happieft life without her. 
What vifions have I conjured up l—my 


pen drops from my hand. 
Your catch upon a bumper I like much. It 

beats, both in words and mufic, * a bumper 

Squire Jones.” By the way, what an odd word 

itis! Let me make a linguift of you to-day. 
The learned Johnfon deriveth dumper (“acup 

** filled till the liquor fwells over the brims”) 

1 


from dump, which cometh, he faith, from bum, 


being prominent; the which bun 
cometh, we are told, from» bomme, (Dutch) ané 
fignifieth “ the part on which we fit.”-—The 
word bumper is by fome writer derived from bons 
pere, the ufual familiar phrafe fer priefts, who 
were fuppofed not to-diflike bumpers.—This ¥ 
may fay—if ‘*a-cup filled till the liquor fwells 
“over the brims” comes from “ the part on 
“« which we fit,” it muft be granted, as a French 


poet fays of 4/fana’s coming from equus,. 


perhaps, as 


Qw’ en venant de la, jufqu’ icy, 


Ti a bien changé fur la. route. 


And now I have ended in good fpirits, as weil 
as you. 4 remember the time when Hamlet 
might have faid to me, as he does to Horatio, 


s* Thou 


¢¢ Thou haft no revenue but thy good fpirits 
** To feed and cloath thee.” 


Now, I have got a little revenue, which M. 


will not fhare with me, and God knows who has. 


sot my good fpirits—Well, I muft not think. 


heer ER ex Xe 
To the Same. 


Treland,. 18 June, 76.. 

My Lauraisnot angry with me, Ihope, for the 
three or four fender letters I have written to her 
fince the beginning of this month. And yet, 
your’s of yefterday feemsto fay youare. If I 
bear my fituation like a man, will you net 


allow me to feel it like a man ? 


Misfortune, like a creditor fevere, 
But rifes in demand for her delay. 
She makes a fcourge of palt profperity, 
_ To fting me more, and double my diftrefs. 


But you fay I muft not write thus. If I can 
help it, I will not. 

Shall I write. about the weather or politics? 
The fun fhines to-day, yefterday it rained. If 
you 


a 


[ 68 


Lj 


you withto appear Jearned, tell the next company 


“ 
you gointo, that the diftrefles of this country will 


foon oblige England to grant hera free trade, or 


fA pues pid Or - 
iomethin J verym 


g ike it. And add, that her 


— 


Vit (23 


grievances are more rea now, than when, in 
£601, fhe complained to Eljzabeth of the in- 
troduction of trials by jury.——Another flice 
of politics. Affert boldly, that ce was 
written by Grenville’s fecretary. Thisis a fo 


i.e ) 
wi 
mM 


notwith{tanding what Wilke: 
Germaine’s bifhop. 

Is this the ftyle of letter-writing you allow 
me— Try again, then, 
he favours I have received from the worthy 


man I mentioned ina letter or two ago, are by 
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one, who, with an underftanding and an expe- 


rience inferior to none, never lofes an opportu- 
nity of befriending a fellow-creature. Iam afraid 
fometimes, that misfortune wilkone day or ano- 
ther play him fome confounded dog’s trick, he 
takes fuch pleafure in thwarting every fcheme 
fhe lays for any one’s ruin. 

Yet, even thisamiable charaer.is not without 

Or 


his defects. ‘The following lines I fent him this 
o ¢ 
morning, 


-og  t 


morning, after playing at Vignt-Un in company 
with him laf night. 


Lo tH , fays a certain friend, 
(Both idle, rhyming bards) 

¢ ____.. with good manners and beft fenfe, 
** Can’t bear to lofe at cards. 


«With fuch a head”—** And fuch a heart,” ei 
Adds H——, *’tis high treafon. , 
** But I, who knew that heart fo well, 
‘¢ Fiave found, I think, the reafon. 


‘© Friend to the poor, his purfe their box, 
*¢ He always would be winner; 

*¢ For then they win. But, fhould he lofe, 
“¢ The poor too lofe a dinner.” 


This country’s facetious Dean faid, his friend | 
Arbuthnot could do every thing but walk. My 
friend cando every thing but lofe at cards. 

Feeling, andall the commanding powersof the 
mind, were never perhaps before fo mixed up to- 
gether. A tale of forrow will make his little eyes 
wink, wink, wink, like a green girl’s. Beforethe 4 
company came laft night, I fhowed him “ Auld 
Robin Gray”; and, though he had feen it before, 
he could not get over “ My mother could na 
fpeak,” without winking. Forthe credit of your 


uc 


<< 


fide of the water, he is an eee His 


c 
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acre sable wife, by her beaut 


SG 
a 
pee) 
pan 
ra 
~ 

*o 
no 
~ 
ptm 
= 
ry 


ts, fe s credit to this cour ee She ae re- 
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nt way. You fhall relate an anecdote of dif- 
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trefs, or read a ftory of ill ufage, iP while his 
eyes are win es for the objet of the ill ufage or 
the diftrefs, her’s fhall be ftriking Hi with rage 
againit the author of it. Good God! theex- 


if that villain was but in my power !|—” 
And I fometimes think the is going to ring for 
her hat and cloak, that the may fally oth, and 
null his houfe about his ears. — Bound up together 


i t 
(as they are, andasI hope they will long continue) 


they form a complete fyftem of humanity.—— 


It would have gratified me much to have been 
with you when Garrick Fale his farewel of the 
{tage. Do you remember the laft paper in the 
Idler upon its being the da, yf?’ Ihe refle€tion that 
it was the /a/ time Garrick would e ver play, was, 
in itfelf, painful. How, my Laura, my M. my 
lite, fhall I bear it, if I ever fhould be doomed to 


take my laft leave, my laft look of you! 


—In what I wrote this morning I mentioned 
the Jdier. Acurious letter was fhown me the other 
day by a clergyman, which he affures me is au- 
thentic, and was written by the late Lord Gower 
to 


2 


to a friend of Dean Swift. 
you admire the eminent perfon whom it con- 


As I know how 


cerns, I fend it to you. 

<¢ Mr. Samuel Johnfon (author of London, a fatire, and 
fome other poetical pieces) is a native of this country, and 
much refpected by fome worthy gentlemen in his neighbour- 
hood, who are truftees of a charity-fchool now vacant, the 
certain. falary of which is fixty pounds per annum, of whic 
they are Coa to make him mafter; but ii tht inde he 
is not capable of receiving their bounty, which would make 
him happy for life, by not being Mafter of Arts, which by the 
ftatutes of this fchool the mafter of it muft be. Now thefe | 


gvent 
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lemen do me the honour to think that I have interett 
enough in you to prevail upon you to write to Dean Swift to 
perfuade the Univerfity of Dublin to fend a SB to me, 
conftituting this poor man Mafler of Arts in their Univerfity. 
They highly extol the man’s learning and as and will 


not be perfuaded that the Univerfity will make any difficulty 


of conferring fuch a favour upon a ftranger, if he is recom- i 
mended by the Dean. They fay he is not afraid of the 


ftriéteft examinatior 1, though he is off folong a journey; but 
will venture it if the Dean thinks it neceflary, choofing rather 
to die upon the road, than to be ftarved to death in tranflating 
for bookfellers, which has been his onl¥ fubfiftence for fome 
time paft. I fear there is more difficulty in this affair than 
thefe good-natured gentlemen apprehend ; efpecially as their 
election cannot be delayed longer than the roth of next 
month, If you fee this matter in the fame light it appears 
to me, I hope you will burn this, and pardon me for giving 
you fo much trouble about an impraéticable thing: but if 
you think there is a probability of obtaining the favour afked, 
E am fure your humanity and propenfity to relieve merit in 
diftrefs, will incline you to ferve the poor man, without my | 


adding 


eS ae 


adding any more to the trouble I have already given you, 
than affuring you I am, with great truth, &c. 


Trentham, Aug, 1, 173%, 


One other fubje& for your refle€tion, and I 
have done. 

What muft have been Johnfon’s feelings, 
when, in his wonderful work, the Englith Dic- 
tionary, he cited the following paHlage from 
Afcham, as an inftance of the ufe of the word 
Men ? “ Wits live obfcurely, men care not how: 


? 
or die obfcurely, men mark not when.” 


LET T 2k eee 
To Mr. ——. 


England, 25 June, 1776, 
LrT me give you joy of having found fuch 
kind and agreeable friends in a ftrange land. 
Theaccount you fentof the gentleman and lady, 
efpecially of the latter, quite charmed me. Nei- 
ther am I without my friends. A lady, from 
whom I have received particular favours, is un- 
commonly kind to me. For the credit of your fide 
of the water, fheis an Irifh woman. Her agreeable 
hufband, by his beauty and accomplifhments,does credit 
tothis country. Heis remarkable alfo for his feelings. 
Adieu! This will affea you, I dare fay, in the 
fame manner your account affefted me. 
LE T- 


LETTER © XXX, 


To Mifs ——., 


Ireland, 1 July, 76. 

Your little billet, of the 2¢th of laft month, 

was a proper reproof for the contents of one of 
mine, ? Till I faw the joke Twas truly unhappy. 
if you had not written the long and kind letter 
the next day, which came in the fame packet, I 
fhould have been. miferable. Yet, I with you 
happy, mf? happy; but I cannot bear the 
thoughts of your rec eiving happinefs from any 
hands (man, womas, orchild) but mine. Had 
my affections not been fixed, as they are unalter- 
ably, elfewhere, the wife of my friend, with all 
her charms, would never fix them. I have but 
two mafters, Love and Honour. If I did not 
coniider you as my wife, I would add, you know 
i have but ove miftrefs. 

A friend of mine is going to Eng! and-——(happy 
fellow I fhall think him, to be bel in the fame 
country with you)—He will call at the Cannon 
coffee-houfe for me. Do fend me, thither, the 
Vrench*book you mention, Werther. If you 
don’t, I pofitively never will forgive you. Non- 
i 


bere 
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fenfe, to fay it will make me unhappy, or that I 

fhan’t be able to ni it! MuftI piftol myfelf, 
hi 


becaufe a thick-blooded German has been fool 
enough to fet the cae or becaufe a Ger- 
man novelift has feigned fuch a ftory? If you 


a. | 1 if 


Gaon t-Lend-il me, i will MOL aliuredly procure 1£ 


Pe | 


jome time Or anoto 


er; fo, you may as well have 
the merit of obliging me.—My friend will fend 
a {mall parcel for you to D. ftreet. ‘he books 
I fend you, becaufe I know you have not got 
them, and becaufe they are fo much cheaper 
here. If you are afraid of emptying my purfe 


(which by the ¥ way is almoft worn out), you fhall 


be my debtor for them. So, fend ime a note of 


band, value receiv'd. The.other things are furely 


not worth mentionil ng. 
L EYE TER eee 
Tio Mr. aes 


England, 20 Aug. 76. 
For God’s fake! where are you? What is the 
matter? Why don’t you write ?—Are you ill? 
God forbid! And I not with you to nurfe you! 
if you are, why don’t you let fomebody elfe write 
tome? Better all fhould be difcovered, than fui- 
ferwhat I fuffer. It’s more thana menth fine 


Lheard from you. A month ufed to bring me 


eight or ten letters. -When I grew un 
: ; Pe ee ae ns phages 
was in vain, as 1 faid im my laft, that I eno 


: J. pan oo ist CESARE LT CAG ous «ee peerage 
deavoured to find your friend who brought the 


Lo ape 
parcel (for I would certainly have feen him, and 
afked him about you). Whatis become ue all 
my letters. for this laft month? Did you get 


what EF returned by your friend ? Do Ih like 
the purfe? The book you mentioned, is 
only book you fhould never read. On m Ly ike 


=. 


I beg you never, never read it! Perhaps you 
have read: it—Perhaps !|—+I am diftraded.——- 


Fleaven only knows to wiom I raay be w o 


¥v¥ ‘iting 


Madam, or Sir! 


If you are a woman, I think you will; if you 


are aman, and ever loved, I am fure you will, 
oblige me with one line to fay what is-come of 
Mr. of the regiment. Direct to Mrs. 


oO 


» D. ftreet, London.—Any perfon whofe 
hands my letter may fall into, will not think 
this much trouble; and, if they fend me good 
news, Heaven knows how a woman, who loves, 
if pofiible, too well, will thank them. 


LETTER! Xx 


To Mifs ees 


Ireland, 10 Sept. 1776. 

As I am no fportfman, there is no merit, you 
may think, in devoting a morning to this em- 
ployment. Nor doI claim any merit. ’Tis 
only making myfelf happy. 

Now, I hope, you are quite at eafe about me. 
My health, upon my honour! upon our love! is 
almoft re-eftablifhed—Were I not determined 
to keep on rs fide the truth, I would fay quite. 
‘The four letters I have written to you, fince I 
received your frantic fheet of paper, have ex- 
plainediand made up every thing. How can I 
fufficiently thank you for all your letters? Efpe- 


re 


cially for that of this week? Never did you pen 
a better. Did I know any body employed in a 
work, where that letter could properly appear, he 
fhould infert it in your own words. 


+, 1 am unwillingly called away.— 


Excufe me 

What I i this morning about your letter,, 
brings to my recollection fomething of that fort. 
fhall I tellit you? IT will. 

James Hirft, in the year 1711, lived fervant 
with 


em 
with the honourable Edward Wortley. It hape 
yenred, one day, in re-delivering a parcel of let- 
ters to his mafter, by miftake he gave him one 
which he had written to his fweetheart, and kept 
back one of Mr. Wortley’s. He foon difcovered 
the miftake, and hurried back to his mafter; but 
unfortunately for poo r James, it h aappened to be 
the firft that prefented itfelf to Mr. Wortley, 
and, before James returned, he had given way to 
a curiofity which led him to openit, and read 
the love-told ftory of an enamoured footman. 
It was in vain that James begged to have it re- 
turned. ‘‘ No,” fays Mr. Wortley, ‘* James, 
‘© you-fhall be a great m an, this letter fhall ap- 
6 pear in the Spectator.” 

Mr. Wortley communicated the letter to his 
publifhed in his‘own words, and is that letter, 
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fames round means to remove that UNKINGNELS 


£ which he complains in his letter:. but; alas! 
oO WwW 11Chn He COMbBDralns in ris AC LECT 5 lily alas! 
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before their wifhes were compleated,a {peedy end 
was put to a paflion which would not difcredit 
much fuperior rank, by the unexpected death of 

James, out of the great regard and love 


oe 


tee nay et ora eM eae: Li 
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fitter. He died, not many years fince, in the 
neighbourhood of Wortley, near Leeds, York- 
fhire. 

To marry you is the utmoft of my wifhes ; 
but, remember, I don’t engage to marry your 
fitter in cafe of your death. Death !| How can 
I think of fuch a thing, though it be but in 


tL ER tee 
To the Same. 
Ireland, 15 Sept. 1776 
THE commands of your laft letter, for the 


reafons you give, I have ede obeyed. 
ir 


—~Meenanire tth 1e Wour o Pnoli fhm: it 
aoe v3 enquire sabou C young? Englifhi man you 


mention, amount to this. Heis liked tolerably 


well-here. He would be liked more, if he took 
more painsto be liked. His contempt for wet 


sle in a 1e world, whom others defpife per- 
haps as well as he, 1s fometimes too confpicu- 


1 


ous, Accident has given me an opportunity to 
t 


fee and know a great dez i of him; and with cer= 
tainty. His heart is certainly not bad. His 
abilities are as certainly not equal to what he 
ence confefles to have thought them ; pers 
ha 
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ps 
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haps they are fuperior to the opinion he now en- 
tertainsof them. He has ambition and emula- 
tion enough to have almoft fupplied any want of 
genius, and to have made him almoft any thing, 
had he fallen into proper hands. But his {chool- 
matters knew nothing of the human heart, nor 
over much of the head. Though indolent to a 
degree, a keen eye might have difcovered, may 
{till difcover, induftry at the bottom ; a good 
cultivator might have turned it, may {till turn it, 
to good account. His friendfhips are warm, fin- 
cere, decided——his enmities the fame. He 
complains, now and then, that fome of his 
friends will pretend to know him better than 


they know themfelves, Ane better than they 
know any thing elfe. ‘ “They would play upon 


“him; they would feem to know his itops ; 
‘they pretend to be able to found him from 
‘* his loweft note, to the top of his compafs.; 
€* and there is much mufic, excellent. voice, in 
¢ a little pipe, yet cannot they. make it fpeak. 
* Do they think,” he demands, “* that he is 
Why, 


really, I do not think this is the cafe at prefent, 


“ eafier to be play’d than a pipe 2” 


whatever it may have been, - Secrefy is not 
. brought into the world, it is acquired im the 
world, An honeft heart can only acquire it 
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would give him more pleafure to have noticed, 
than the love and refpeét which I am fure he 
feels for my friend; unlefs perhaps hisaffeCtionate 
fenfe of the obligations which I believe 1 have 
told you he lies under to a Mr. B. 

So much for bufinefs. Now foran article of 
news. The latter end of laft month, a lady and 
her fervant, as they were riding in Phoenix Park, 
were {topped by a man on foot, very genteelly 
drefled in white cloaths, and a gold laced hat. 
He demanded the lady’s money, which fhe gave 
him, amounting to 26 guineas. The perfon put 
the cath into one of his pockets, and took from 
the other a {mall diamond hoop ring, which he 
prefented to the lady, defiring her to wear it for 
the fake of an extraordinary robber, who made it 
a point of honour to take no more from a beau- 
tiful lady, than he could make.a return for in 
value. He then, with great agility, vaulted 
over the wall, and difappeared. 

This you may perhaps call an Irifh way of 
robbing. There certainly was fomething ori- 


ginal in it. The gentleman feems clearly to ima- 


gine, that an exchange is no robbery. 
As to your threat, I will anfwer it in the fame 
_ ftyle—** Iwilllove you—and if—!” But neither 


my anfwer, nor your threat, is original. Head- 


Ings 
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¥, this ies a hiftory of this country, F 
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found the following anecdote. In 1487,a dréad= 
ful war was cartidd on in Uliter, between the 
al, and the neighbouring Chief- 
tain of Pheidien This war had nothing more 
confiderable for its immediate caufe, than the 


pride of O’Neal, who demanded that his enemy 


! recognize his authority by paying tribute. 
laconic ftyle, in which the demand was 
made and reje€ted, would not have difgrae’d a 
nobler conteft. ‘Send me tribute—or élfe !?a— 

was the meflage of O’Neal. To which was ree 


turned, with the fame princely brevity, } 


i 
~~ 
_ 
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“owe you none—and if—!”—But TP talk none 
fenfe. ‘This does not prove your threat to have 
been borrowed ; forI dare fay, you never heard 


of O’Neal till this moment. It only proves that 
two people may exprefs themfelves alik 


Should any man who loved like me (if any 
man ever did love like me) have fpoken of his 
love in terms like thofe I ufe t6 {peak of mine, 
follows it therefore that I have borrowed either 
his paflion or his language? Were it poffible 
fy oR, 1 igh Link T never uronl Lfo +7 re = 
ror you to think io, i never woulc phir Cc you. 


Pray copy the mufic you. meiition-in your néxt. 


a 


GOAL OE ROTA bog Des © B,O.08 fa 
To the Same. 


Ireland, 18 Sept. 76. 


How happens it that I have. not fooner no- 
ticed what you fay, ina letter the beginning of 
laft month, about the new punifhment of work- 
ing upon the Thames? Politicians may write 
more learned upon the matter, but I will defy 
Beccaria to write more feelingly or humanely. 
There certain ly is much truth in what you fay. 
Experience however will be the beft teft. Pere 
haps my true reafon for noticing your fenfible 
letter thus late, was to introduce a fcene which 
paffed in the quickfilver mines of Idra, a ftill 
more wnplealant abode than Mr. Campbell’s 
academy. This ufed to be Colonel.G.’s method, 
you remember, of introducing his home-made 


jokes. Not that my flory is home-made—I 
take it from fome Italian letters a brother officer 
lent me, written by Mr. Everard, and I give 
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you alm oft 1 in his Own words—except in one or 


two paflages, where I think he has loft an op- 


pea ak ad | A La eee is as 
portunity of furpriz ng the reader. 
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The pleafure I always take in writing to you, wherever ¥ 
am, and whatever doing, in fome meafure difpels my pre- 
fent uneafinefs ; an uneafinefs caufed at once by the difa- 
greeable afpect of every thing around me, and the more difa- 
greeable fcene to which I have been witnefs. 

Something too I have to tell you of Count Alberti. You 
remember him one of the gayeft, moft agreeable perfons at 
the Court of Vienna; .at once the example of the men, and 
the favourite of the fair fex. I often heard you repeat his 
name with efteem, as one of the few that did honour te the 
prefent age; as poffefied of generofity and pity in the higheft 
decree ; as one who made no other ufe of fortune, but to 
alleviate the diftreffes of mankind. But firft of ail, the 
{fcene I mentioned. 

After paffing feveral parts of the Alps, and having 
vifited Germany, I thought I could not well retura home, 
without vifiting the quickfilver mines at Idra, and feeing 
thofe dreadful fubterranean caverns, where thoufands are 


condemned to refide, fhut out from all hopes of ever 
3 


beholding the chearful light of the fate and obliged to toil 
out a miferable life under the whips of imperious tafk-maf- 
ters. Imagine to yourfelf an hole in the fide of a mountain, 
of about five yards over. Down this you are let, in a kind 
of bucket more than an hundred fathom ; the profpecétgrow- 
ing {till more gloomy, yet {till widening, as you defcend, 
At length, after fwinging in terrible fufpenfe for forme 
time in this precarious fituation, you at length reach the 
bottom, and tread on the ground; which by itshollow found 
under your feet, and the reverberations of the echo, feems 
thundering at every ftep you take. In this gloomy and 
frightful folitude, you are enlightened by the feeble gleam 
ef lamps, here and there difpofed, fo that the wretched in- 


habitants 


ie ae, 
habitants of thefe manfions can go from one part to another 
without a guide. - And yet, let me aflure you, that though 
they, by cuftom, could fe objects very diftinétly by thefe 
lights, I could {carce difcern, for fome time, any thing; not 
even the perfon who came with me to fhew me thefé fcenes 
of horror, 

From this defeription, I fuppofe, you have but a difaoree. 
able idea of the place ; yet let me affure you that it is a pa- 
Jace, if we compare the habitation with the inhabitants, 
Such wretches mine eyes never yet beheld. The blacknefs of 
their vifages only ferves to cover an horrid palenefs, caufed 
by the noxious qualities of the mineral they are employed 
to procure, As they in general confift of malefactors con- 
demned for life to this tafk, they are fed at the public ex- 
pence; but they feldom confume much provifion,_—They 
lofe their appetites in a fhort time; and commonly in about 
two years expire, from a total contraction of the joints of 
the body. . 

In this horrid manfion I walked after my guide fer fome 
time, pondering on the ftrange tyranny and avarice of man- 

_Kind, when TI was accofted by a voice behind me, calling me 
by name, and enquiring after my health with the moft core 
dial affeQtion. I turned and faw a creature all black and 
hideous, who approached me, with a mott Piteous accent, 
demanding, ** Ah! Mr. Everard, don’t you know me?” 
Good God! what was my furprize, when, through the veil 
of his wretchednefs, I difcovered the features of my old 
and dear friend Count Alberti! I flew to him with affec- 
tion; and, after a tear of condolence, afked how he came 
there? To this he replied, that having fought a duel with 
a general of the Auftrian infantry againft the emperor’s 
command, and haying left him for dead, he was obliged te 


I fly 
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‘ * | Bh: f 4 ra F Ps 
fly into one of the forefts of Iftria, where he was firft taken, 


(I and afterwards fheltered, by fome banditti, who had long 
Mt) infefted that quarter. With thefe he had lived for nine 


Nat months, till, by a clofe inveftiture of the place in which 


a ¥) hh they were concealed, and after a very obftinate refiftance, 
ORY in which the greateft part of them fell, he was fecured and 


. carried to Vienna, ‘in order to be broken alive on the 
by wheel. When he arrived at the capital, he was quickly 
} known, and, feveral‘of the aflociates of his accufation and 

danger itneffing his innocence, his punifhment of the rack 
vas changed into that of perpetual confinement and labour in 
the mines of Idra. A fentence, in my opinion, a thoufand 
times worfe than death. 
As Alberti was giving me this account, a young woman 


to him, who, at once I faw, had been born for 


came up 


une. ‘The dreadful fituation of the place was not 


24) J nd ev +t hie Lrene % * +h, 
sr beauty, and even in this fcene of wretch- 
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ednefs fhe feemed to have charms to grace the moft brilliant 


flembly. 
er : ] b | eS, Fates remy ee, f *¥° s . 
| This lady vighter to one of the firft families in Ger- 
sany, and, having tried every means to procure her lover’s 
7? e é 4 


matdon without effeét, was at laft refolved to fhare his mi- 
feries, as fhe could not re lieve them. With him fhe accord- 
inely defcended into thefe manfions, from which few ever 
1 with him fhe is contented to live, forgetting 
of life; with him to toil, defpifing the fplen- 


[ 
ours of opulence, and contented with the confcioufnels of 


I am, dear Sir, 


T A ce 
Yours, Xc. 


hs es, 

Now can I tell all the feelings of your dear 
heart. Now fee I your fancy bufy with her 
magic pencil’; and affecting is the picture it ha 
segun. Begun—for your weeping eyes will no 
fuffer you to finifh it. Can not you, through 
all your tears, diftinguifh Alberti and his wife 
dying in each-others arms after about half a 


ar? What a fcene! 


~ 


if; there any fum of money you would not 
give to have this tragedy end happily? That, of 
ate is impoffible. But Everard {peaks of 
he poor fouls in his next letter, which I may 
saa fend you in if next,—-— 

Come 


it now, though it will not give you much Con 


eh aes ee ee 
be a good girl, and’ you fhall have 
} 


folation, 


hs a) laft to you was exprefti re and perhaps too much fo, 
of the eany fituation of my m'nd. I own the deplorable 
condition of the worthy man defcribed in it, was enough to 
add double feverity to the hideous manfions. At prefent, 


however, I have the happinefs to inform you, that I was 


app 
{pectator of the moft affecting fcene Lever yet beheld, Nine 
days after I had written my laft, a perfon came pof@ from 
Vienna to the little village near the mouth of the greater 
fhaft. He was foon after followed by a fecond, and he by 
athird. The firft enquiry was after the unfortunate Count ; 
and I, happening to overhear the demand, gave them the 
beft information, Two of thefe were the brother and 


iS coufin 
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coufin of the lady, the third was an intimate friend and fel- 
»w foldier of the Count. They came with his pardon, which 
1 procured by the General with whom the duel had 
been fought, oe was perfeétly recovered from his wounds, 
I led them with all the e xpedition of joy down to his dreary 


and prefented to him his 


friends, and informed him 


Happy change in his circumftances. It would be im- 


pies up his grief-worn 


enance; nor was the young lady’s emotion lefs vivid at 
ing her frier and hearing of he hufband’s freedom : 
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plls Tatthrus couple, nor could I without a tear behold him 
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taking leave of the former wretched companions of his toil. 


> one he Jeft his mattock; to another his working cloaths,. 
to a third his little houfehold utenfils, fuch as were nec effary 
for him in that fituation. We foon emerged from the mine, 


ad the fish 


sht of the fun, which he 
B A poft-chaife was 
ready the next morning to take them to Vienna, whither, FE 
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am fince informed bya letter from himf felE, they are returned, 


orefs has taken them into favour; his fortune and 
PEP | TR oe Ds GO ee i meas TS a have dl 
reicored 5 anda ie and his fair partner now: have che 


fatisfaction of feeling happinefs with double relifh, 
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becaufe they once knew what it was to be miferable, 


ays not our friend Sterne, that the circum- 

e of his being at Rennes at the very time 
the Marquis recla imed his forfeited nobility and 
hus fword, was an incident of good fortune 
which will never happen to any endelier but a 
fentimental one? —I believe it: and every other 
incident of good fortune befall all fuch travellers! 


Did 
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Did not I fay this fecond part of the ftory 
would not afford you much confolation? Excufe 
me for fuch a falfity. That was only to fur- 


prize you. Well I knew what would be my 
M.’s feelings. 


Are you as deep in aftrology as when you 
wrote laft tome? On the page I have to fpare I 
will fend you fome hafty lines which I feribbled 
the other day to ridicule the weaknefs of a Dr, 
W.. who is as great a—fool at leaft as Dryden, 
and never fails to caft the nativity of his children, 


Kind heaven has heard the parent’s prayer, 
Each goffip hails the fon and heir, 
“© Pray let the Doétor fee,” 
“© My mafter, ma’am? Your labour patt 5 
s* He’s got among the ftars, to caft 
** His fon’s nativity.” 


Three hours elaps’d, our fage defcends, 
With “ well, and how’s the child, my friends ?”? 
“* “He’s happy, Sir, erd this, me 

** Happy! why yonder ftars ne’er thed 

** Benigner influence on the head 
** Of happier, I guefs, 


“ Worth, virtue, wifdom, honour, wealth, 
** Man’s beft and only riches, health, 

“° Affuredly await 
“* Heav’n’s favour’d child——or never more 
“* Say I have knowledge to explore 

“” The fecret page of fate, 
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T'was there I read my happy boy 
“* Full feventy fummers fhould enjoy 
“Ere” when nurfe fobb’d and faid, 
** Good lack ! the babe, to whom kind heayen 
jy ** So many bounteous gifts hath given, 
t ** Thefe twe hours hath beea——dead.” 


. LETTER XXXVI. 
| To the Same, 


[ Ireland, 
h 26 January 1777. 

One of Lord Harcourt’s fuite will carry this 
to England. His Lordfhip was relieved from 
guard yefterday by the arrival of the new Lord 
| Lieutenant. As politicks have not much to do 
ie with love, I fhall not trouble you with a hiftory 
; of the late reign, or with a prophecy of what 
will be the prefent. Only let our great aftors 
take care they do not play the farce of America 
in Ireland. 

My fpirits, J thank you, are nowtolerably well. 
But you know I am, at leaft I know I have been 
ever fince you have known me, a ftrange comical 
fellow. Neither one thing nor t’other. Some- 
times in the garret, but much oftner down in 
thecellar. If Salvator Rofa, or Rouffeau, wanted 


to 
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to draw a particular character, I am their man. 
But you and I fhall yet be happy together, I 
know; and then my fpirits and paffions will 
return into their ufual channels. 

Why do you complain of the language and 
tendernefs of my letters? Suppofe they were not 
tender, What would you fay, what would you 
think, then ? Muft not love fpeak the language 
of love ? Nay, do we not fee every day that love 
and religion have mutual obligations, and con- 
tinually borrow phrafes from each other ? Put 
Jamie or Jenny, inftead of Chrift, and fee what 
you will make of Mrs. Rowe’s moft folemn 
poems, or of Dr. Watts’s hymns. 

Let me tran{cribe you a letter written by an- 
other perfon toa lady. 


** Sir Benjamin telling me you were not come to town at 
*¢ 3 o'clock, makes me in pain to know how your fon does, 
‘© and I can’t help enquiring after him and dear Mrs. Free- 
** man. “Thebifhop of Worcefter was with me this morn- 
‘* ing before I was dreffed. I gave him my letter to the 
** Queen, and he has promifed to fecond it, and feemed to 
** undertake it very willingly : though, by all the difcourfe 
‘¢ Thad with him (of which I will give you a particular 
«* account when I fee you) I find him very partial to her. 
‘© The laft time he was here, I told him you had feveral 
** times defired you might go from me, and I have repeated 
the fame thing again to him. For you may eafily imagine 
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* T would not neg’e& doing you right on all occafions. But 
** Tbeg it again for Chrift Jefus’s fake, that you would ne. 


Ce 
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er name it any more to me; for, be affured, if you fhould 
ever do fo cruel a thing as to leave me, from that mo 
ment I fhall never enjoy one quiet hour. And fhould 
you do it without afking my confent (which if I ever 
give you may I never fee the face of heaven !) I will fhut 
myfelf up, and never fee the world more, but liye where 
*¢ I may be forgotten by human kind,” 


What think you of this letter? If it fhould 
have been written by a woman to'a woman, 
furely you will allow H. to write a little tenderly 
to his own M. This was really the cafe. It is 
tranfcribed from ** an account of the conduct of 
the Dowager Duchefs of Marlborough,” printed 
for W. Smith in Dame-ftreet, Dublin, 1742, 
which I bought at Wilfon’s in Dame-itreet ye 
terday. The pamphlet contains others as loving. 
This I find page 40. It was written to Lady 
Marlborough by her Miftrefs (one would have 
thought the word mi/fre/s in one fenfe did belong 
to one of the parties.) when fhe was only Prin- 

efs of Denmark. It refers tothe quarrel be- 
tween the Princefs and her royal fifter and bro- 
ther-in-law, becaufe fhe would not part with her 
favourite, upon Lord Mariborough’s: having 
difpleafed the King. 
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Thefetwofemalelovers always correfponded, 
under the names of Mrs, Freeman and Mrs, 
Morley, at the particular defire of the Princefs, 
who fixed upon the names. And this, after ‘fhe 
was Queen Anne.—Be affured, my M. that, al- 
though I write to you with almoft the fame mad- 
nefs of affeCtion, I will ever imitate her exam- 
ple, for all its royalty, and exchange you for a 
mufhroom of your ownraifin g (Mrs. Mafham). 


te BOT iD ER, XXXVI: 
To the Same. 
Ireland, 6 Feb. 177, 

My laft was merry, you know. Ican’t fay as 
much for your laft. To-day you mutt fuffer me 
to indulge my prefent turn of mind in tran{crib- 
ing fomething which was left behind her ya 
Mrs. Dixon, who poifoned herfelf not long fince 
at Innifkillen. It wascommunicated to me by a 
gentleman, after a dinner yefterday, who is 
come hither about bufinefs, and lives in: the 
neighbourhood of Innifkillen. 

‘The unhappy woman was not above nineteen 
years of age. She had been married about two 
years, and lived with her hufband all that time 
with feeming eafe and chearfulnefs. 

—Shewas remarkably chearfutall the fatal day, 
had 
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ny todine with her, made tea forthem, 
inthe evening, fet them downto cards, retired to 


her chamber, and drank her cup of arfenick, 

—She left a writin: 

obfcurely hinted the fad circumftance which 
a 
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urced her impatience to this defperate 


-ncloted is an exact copy even to the fpelling. 
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his is to let all the world know, that hears of me, 
that it's no crime I ever committed occafions this my un- 
timly end; but defpair of ever being happy in this world, 
as I have fufficient reafons to think fo. I own ’tis a finful 
remedy, and very uneertain to feek happinefs, but 1 hope 
t God will f orgive my poor foul; Lord have mercy on 
it! But als 
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-gisto let nonereproach my friends w'th it, of 
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dufpect my virtue or my honour in the leaft, though Iam 
to be no more. 
Comfort my poor unhappy mother, and brothers and 
] 


fifters, and let all mothers take care, and never a force a child 


as mine did me: but I forgive her, and hopes God wiil for- 
give me, asI believe fhe meant my good by my marriage. 

Oh ! that unfortunate day I gave my hand to one, whilft 
my heart was another’s, but hoping that time and prudence 
would at length return my former peace and tranquility of 
mind, which I wanted fora long time: but oh! it grieves 
me to think of the length of eternity; and the Lord fave 
me from eternal damnation!, Let no one blame Martin 
Dixon*, for he is in no fault of it. 

I have a few articles which I have a greater regard for 
than any thing elfe that’s mine, on account of him that gave 


them to me (but he is not to be mentioned) and 1 have 


fome well-wifhers that I think proper to give them to. 


* Her hufband, 
Firft, 


(A 9ge ) 


Firft, to Betty Balfour, my filver buckles; to Polly 
Deeryn, my diamond ring; to Betty Mulligan, my laced 
fnit, cap, handkerchief, and ruffles ; to Pegey Delap, a new 
muflin handkerchief not yet hemmed, which is in my drawer, 
and hope for my fake thofe perfons will accept of thefe 
trifles, asa teftimony of m y regard for them. 

IT would advife * Jack Watfon to behave himfelf in an 
honeft and obedient manner in refpeét to his mother and fa- 
mily, as he is all fhe has to depend upon now. 

I now go in God’s name, though again{t his commands, 
without wrath or {fpleen to any one upon earth. The very 
perfon I die for, I love him more than ever, and forgives 
him. I pray God grant him more content and happinefs 
than he ever had, and hopes he will forgive me, only to re- 
member fuch a one died for him. 

There was, not long ago, fome perfons pleafed to talk 
fomething again{t my reputation, as toa man in this town : 
but now, when I ought to tell the truth, I may be believed ; 
if ever I knew him, or any other but my hufband, may I 
never enter into glory; and them I forgive who faid fo ; but 
Jet that man’s wife take care of them that told her fo 3 fcr 
they meant her no good by it. 

With love to one, friendfhip to few, and good will to all 
the world, I die, faying, Lord have mercy on my foul; with 
an advice to all people never-to fuffer a paffion of any fort to 
command them as mine did in fpite of me. I pray God blefs 
all my friends and acquaintance, and begs them all.to com- 
fort my mother, who is unhappy in having fuch a child as I, 
who is afhamed to fubfcribe myfelf an unworthy and dif. 
graceful member of the church of Scotland, 


Jane Watfon, 


otherwife, Dixon.” 


* Her lrother. 


My 
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My pen fhall not interrupt your meditations 
hereon, by making a fingle reflection. We both 
of us have made, I dare fay, too many on it.— 
She too was Fenny, and had her Robin Gray. 
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To the Same. 


Ireland, 27 March, 773 
If you write as you wrote laft week, I cannot 
bear this diftance. Pofitively you muft think of 
what I propofed laft month. 
That I may not difobey your commands this 
morning by writing too tenderly, I will tran- 
: fcribe you fomething in return for the contents 
| of your laft, It is in a different ftile, but full 
: as capital. ‘Tell me whether you don’t think 
my French Rodin Gray a good companion to 
your Englifh one. The young Abbé who gave 
it me, aflured me it is almoft totally unknown 
even in France. Louis Petit (a friend of Cor, 

neille) wrote it, who died in 1693. Do let me 
fet you the tafk of tranflating it, when you 
will of courfe give Jeremiah leave to go and 
mind his own affairs, 


Dés 
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Dés que Robin eut vu partir Toinette, 
Il quitta la fe foin de fon troupeau, 

Il jetta loin panetiere et houlette, 

Et ne garda rien que fon chalumeau. 
1] lamenta plus fort qu’un Férémie ; 

T] fouhaita mille fois le trefpas ; 

Ft, dans fon mal, il n’a d’autre foulas 
Que dentonner, fur fa filte jolie, 
Trifte chanfon, qui finit par, hélas! 
C’eft grand piti¢ d’eftre loin de s’amie. 


Ces derniers mots, fans ceffer, il répéte, 
Tantét affis fur le bord d’un ruiflean, 
Tantot couché deflus la tendre herbette, 
‘Tantot le dos appuyé d’un ormeau. 

Onc ne mena Berger fi trifte vie. 

Du donx fommeil il ne fait plus de cas; 
Plus qu’un Hermite il fait maifgres repas $ 
Dances et jeux ne lui plaifent plus mie, 
Et dans fa bouche il n’a rien qu’un——hélas? 
C’eft grand pitié d’eftre loin de s’amie, 


Tl n’eft berger qui fon mal ne regrette; 

Et prés de lui bergeres du hameau 
Viennent chanter, filant leur quenouillette, 
Pour confoler ce trifte paftoureau. 

Mais leur doux chant point ne le folatie, 
‘Tant la douleur le tient dedans fes lacs! 
Pour ne les voir, les yeux tient toujours bas; 
Et, fileur dit, ‘ laiffex-moi,. je vous prie;” 
Puis auffitdt revient 4 fon hélas ! 
C’eft grand pitié d’eftre loin de s’amie, 
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; Fils de Cypris, plus malin qu’uné pie, 
oN] vith . 
Py y)! A confoler Robin Von perd fes pas : 
; Toinctte feule, avec fes doux appas, 
zi Le peut tirer de fa mélancholie 


Rends la lui donc; car, aprés tout——hélas! 


C’eft grand pitié d’eftre loin de s’amie. 
o 


ty - LETTER-~ XL. 
To the SAME. 


Ireland, 20 April, 1777. 
Now you fee there is fomething in dreams. 
But why is not your alarming letter more parti- 
® | cular about your complaint? Do they nurfe you 
| as tenderly as I would? Are they careful about 
your medicines? For God’s fake tell them all 
round what happened lately here to Sir William 

Yorke, the chief juftice. 
Sir William was grievoufly afliGed with the 
{tone. In his fevere fits he ufed to take a cer- 
tain quantity of laudanum drops. On calling 
for his ufual remedy, during the moft racking 
pains of his diftemper, the drops could not be 
found, The fervant was difpatched to his apo- 
thecary ; 
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thecary ; but, inftead of laudanum drops, he 
afked forlaudanum. A quantity of laudanum 
was accordingly fent, with fpecial charge not to 
give Sir William more than twenty-four drops. 
But the fellow, forgetting the caution, gave the 
bottle into his matter’s hand, who, in his agony, 
drank up the whole contents, and expired in lets 
than an hour, 

Why, my deareft love, did you conceal your 
Ulnefs from me fo long? Now, you may have 
revealed the fituation of your health to me too 
late. God forbid!—If I write more, I fhall write 
like a madman. A gentleman takes this who 
fails for England to-day. “To-morrow or next 
day the Colonel will be here. If Lord S. as I 
have reafon to expect, has influenced him to 
refufe me leave of abfence, I will moft certainly 

fell out out direétly, which I have an opportu- 
nity to do. At any rate I will be with you 
ina few days. If I come without a commiflion 
you muft not be angry. ‘To find you both dif- 
pleafed and ill, will be too much for your poor 
H. For my fake, becareful. Dr.—— [infift 
upon your not having any longer. His experi- 
ence and humanity are upon a par. Pofitively 
you muft contrive fome method for me to fee 
you. How can love like mine fupport exiftence 
; Kr if 
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you fhould be ill, and I fhould not be per- 
!_- But I can neither think nar 


writted to fee x ‘ath 
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io thee SAME. 


Cannon Coffee-honfe, 


Charing-Crofs, 4 May, 77. 


Did you get the incoherent ferawls I wrote 
u yefterday and the day before? Your’sI have 
his infant read and wept over, Your feeble 
writing fpeaks you weaker than youown. Hea 
vens, am I come hither only to find I muft not 
fee you! Better I had ftaid in Ireland. Yet, 
now do I breathe the fame air with you. No- 
thing but your note laft night could have pre- 
vented me, at all hazards, from forcing my way 
to your bedfide. In vain did I watch the win- 
ie dows afterwards, to gather information from the 
a pafling lights whether you were better or worfe. 
For God of Heaven’s fake fend me an anfwer to 
this, 


LE T- 
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Pew to kee eda 
To Mr. 


A. 4 May, 1777; 
3 aclock. 


My-dear miftrefs bids me write this from her 
mouth—‘* Thefe are the laft words I fpeak. 
My laft thoughts will be on you, my deareft dear 
H. Inthe next world we fhall meet. Live, and 
cherifh my memory. Accept the contents of 
this little box. Bea friend to my children, My 
little girl 7——— 
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Te the Same, 
A. 4 May, 1777, j 
5 o'clock. q 
My dear Soul, 

At the hazard of my life I write this to tell 
you Heaven has fpared my life to your prayers, 
‘The unfinifhed note, which my hafty maid—I 
ean’t go on, 


Sir, 
My dear Miftrefs bids me fay, Sir, that her 
diforder has taken a turn within this hour, and 
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the phyficians have pronounced her out of all 

i danger. ——Honoured Sir, I humbly crave your 
| ardon for fending away my fcribble juit now, 
lam afraid has made you uneafy ; atti: 

a deed Honoured Sir, I thought it was all over 

( with my poor dear miftrefs; and then, Iam fure 

{ fhould have e broke myheart. For, to be fure, 

no fervant ever had a better, nor a kinder mif- 

trefs. Sir, I prefume to fee your Honour to- 

At morrow. My miftrefs fainted away as fhe began 

| this, but is now better. 


A; 6 a’clock. 
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LET TE ao, 
To Mifs = 


Cannon Coffee-houfe, 
27 June, 1777, 
5 o'clock, 

As I want both appetite and fpirits to touch 
ny dinner, though it has been ftanding before 
me thefe ten minutes, I can claim no merit in 
wnting to you. May you enjoy that pleafure 


in your delightful fituation on the banks of the 
Thames, which no fituation, no thing upon 


earth, can in your abfence afford me! 


Do 
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Do you afk me what has lowered my fpirits 
to-day? I'll tell you. Don’t beangry, but I have 
been to fee the laft of poor Dodd. Yes, ‘poor 
“¢ Dodd !” though his life was juftly forfeited to 
the laws of his country. The fcene was affect- 
ing—it was the firft of the kind I had ever feen; 
and fhall certainly be the laft. Though, had ‘ 
been in England when Peter Tolofa was de- 
fervedly executed in February, for killing Du- 
arzey,.a young French woman with whom he 
lived, I believe I fhould have attended the laft 
moments of a man who could murder the ob- 
ject of his love. For the credit of my coun- 
try, this man (does he deferve the name of 
man?) was a Spaniard, 

Do not think I want tendernefs, becaufe I 
was prefent this morning. Will you allow 
yourfelf to want tendernefs, becaufe you have 
been prefent at Lear’s madnefs, or Ophelia’s? 
Certainly not. Believe me (you wi/l believe 
me, I am fure)—I do not make a profeffion of 
it, like George 8. Your H. is neither arti/fe 
nor amateur—nor do I, like Paoli’s friend and 
hiftorian, hire a siicaeal by the year, which 
looks upon the Grafs-market at Edinburgh. 

Raynall’s book you have read, and admire. 
For its humanity it merits admiration, ‘The 
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Abbe does not countenance an attendance on 
faenes of this fort by his writings, but he does. 
by his conduct, And I would foonertake Prac- 
tice’s word than Theory’s. Upon my honour 
Raynall and Charles Fox, notwithftanding the 
rain, beheld the whole from the top of an un- 
finifhed houfe, clofe by the ftand in which I 
had a place. 

However meanly Dodd behaved formerly, in 
throwing the blame of his application to the 
chancellor on his wife, he certainly died with 
refolution. More than once to-day I have heard 
that refolution afcribed to his hope that his friend 
Hawes, the humane founder of the humane fo- 
ciety, would be able to reftore him to life. But 
I give him more credit. Befides, Voltaire ob- 
ferves that the courage of a dying man is in pro- 
portion to the number of thofe who are prefent 
and St. Evremond (thefriend of the French 
M.) difcovered that /es Anglos furpaffent toutes 
les nations a mourir. Let me furpafs all man- 
kind in happinefs, by poffefling my Ninon for 
life, andI care not how I die: 

Some little circumftances ftruck me this morn-_ 
ing, which, however you may refufe to forgive 
me for fo fpending my morning, I am fure you 
would not forgive me were I to omit.—Before 
the 
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the melancholy proceffion arrived, a fow was 
driven into the fpace left for the fad ceremony, 
nor could the idea of the approaching fcene, 
which had brought the fpectators togethers pre- 

it too many as laughing, and fhouting, and 
enjoying the poor animal’s diftrefs, as if they 
had only come to Tyburn to fee a fow baited. 

After the arrival of the proceffion, the prepa- 
ration of the unha; PPY victim mixed fomething 
difagreeably ludicrous with the folemnity. The 
aes eft could not but feel it, though they 

ight be forry that they did feel it. The | poor 
ae wig was to be takenoff, and the night-cap_ 
broughtfor the purpofe was too little, and could 
not Ms pulled on without force. Valets de cham- 
bre are the greateft enemies to heroes. Every 
guinea in my pocket would I have given, that 
he had not worn a wig, or that (wearing one) 
the cap had been bigger. - 

At laft arrived the moment of death. The 
driving away of the cart was accompanied with 
a noife which beft explained the feelings of the 
{pectators for the fufferer. Did you never ob- 
ferve, at the fight or the relation of any thing 
fhocking, that you clofed your teeth hard, and 
drew in your breath hard through them, foasto 


make 
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make a fort of hiffing found? This was done fo 
univerfally at the fatal moment, that I am per- 
fuaded the noife might have been heard at a 
confiderable diftance. For my own part, I de- 
tected myfelf,.in a certain manner, accompany- 
ing his body with the motion of my own; as 
you have feen people wreathing sd twifting 
e res, after a bowl which 
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they have juft delive 
Not all the refufcitating hap of Mr. Hawes 
can, I fear, have any e fe t; it was fo long be- 
fore the mob would fuffer the hearfe to drive 
away with his podk ae 
Thus ended the life of Dr. Dodd. How 
fhocking, that a man with whom I have eaten 
and drunk, fhould leave the world in fuch a 
manner! A manner which, from familiarity, has 
almoft ceafed to fhock us, except when our at- 
tention is called to a Perreau or a Dodd. How 
many men, how many women, how many young, 
and, as they fancy, tender females, with all their 
fenkbiniens about them, hear the founds, bywhich 
at this moment I am difturbed, with as much 
indifference as they hear muffins and matches 
cried along the ftreets ! The laf? dying [peech and 
confeffion, birth, parentage, and education—Fami- 
liarity has even annexed a kind of humour to the 
cry. 
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cry. We forget that it always announces the 
death (and what a death !) of one fellow being ; 
fometimes of half a dozen, or even more. 

A lady talks with greater concern of cattle-day 
than of hanging-day. And her maid contem- 
plates the mournful engraving at the top of a dy- 
ing fpeech, with more indifference than fhe re- 
gards the honeft tar hugging his fweetheart at the 
top of ‘* Blackeyed Sufan.” All that ftrikes us 
is the ridiculous tonein which the halfpenny bal- 
Jad-finger chants the requiem. We little recol- 
le& that, while we are fmiling at the voice of the 
charmer, wives or hufbands (charm fhe never fo 
wifely) children, parents, or friends, perhaps all 
thefe and more than thefe, as pure from crimes 
as we, and purer ftill perhaps, are weeping over 
the crime and punifhment of the darling and 
-fupport of their lives. Still lefs do we at this 
moment (for the printer always gets the ftart of 
the hangman, and many a man has bought his 
own dying-fpeech on his return to Newgate by 
virtue of a reprieve)—ftill lefs do we afk our- 
felves, whether the wretch, who, at themoment 
we hear this (which ought to ftrike us as an) aw- 
ful found, finds the halter of death about his 
neck, and now takes the longing farewel, and 

now hears the horfes whipped and encouraged to 
I draw 
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draw from under him for ever, the cart which 
he now, now, now. feels depart from his linger- 
ing feet-—whether this wretch really deferved 
to die more than we. Alas! were no fpectators 
to attend executions but thofe who deferve to 
live, Tyburn would be honoured with much 


thinner congregations. 
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Stil Cannon Coffee-houfe, 


Well—I have madean uncomfortable fort of a 
meal on tea, and now I will continue my con- 
verfation with you. Converfation—a plague on 
words, they will bring along with them ideas ! 
This is all the converfation we muft have toge-~ 
ther for fome days. Have I deferved the mifery 
of being abfent from my M.? To bring proofs 
of my love, would be to bring proofs of my ex- 
iftence. They muft end together. Oh M. does 
the chafte refolution which I have fo religioufly 
obferved ever fince I offered you marriage deferve 
nofmiles from Fortune ? Is then my evil genius 
never to relent? Had I not determined to deferve 
that fuccefs which it is not for mortals to com- 
mand, I fhould never have ftruggled with my 
paflions as I did the firft time we met after your 
recovery. Whata ftruggle ! The time of year, 
the tume of day, the fituation, the danger from 
which 
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which you were hardly recovered, the number 
ef months fince we had met, the langour of your 
mind and body, the bed, the every thing---Ye 
cold-bleeded, white-livered fons and daughters 
of chaftity, have ye no praifes to beftow on fuch 
a forbearance as that? Yet, when yourftrength 
failed you, and grief and, tendernefs diffolved 
you in my arms; when you reclined your cheek 
upon my fhoulder, and your warm tears dropt 

to my bofom; then---who could refrain fa 
then--- 

What then, ye clay-cold hyper-criticks in 
morality? 

Then---even then---** I took but one kifs, 
and I tore myfelf away.” } 

Oh that I could take only one look, at this 
moment! 

Your laft fays the fun will fhine. Alas, I fee 
no figns of it. Our profpects feeny fhut up for 
ever. 

With regard to the ftage.--we will talk of it. 
My objections are not boned doubt your fuc- 
cefs. They are of a different kind----the ob- 
jections.of love and, delicacy.. Be not uneafy 

about my felling out. The ftep was not fo im- 
prudent. What think you of erders? . More 
L than 
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than once you know you have told me Ihave 
foo much religion fora foldier. Will you con- 
defcend to be a poor parfon’s wife? 


a i) ButI fhall write to-morrow at this rate, 


Lb EBntDy To Boe XLY., 
To the Same. 


ae 7 July, 77. 
t Wy Since laft night I have changed my mind--~ 
| totally changed it. I charge you not to fee Mrs. 
Yates this morning, Write her word your 


mind is changed, Never will I confent to be 


frimnonrted Le >ryite lal a 
supported WHY your Japours, 


y your | Never, never fhall 


} your face, your perfon, your accomplifhments 
| i ; roe 
=| be expofed for fomuch an hour. 


By the living 
will not forgive you if yeu donot give 
up all thoughts of any fuch thing. 


ae GE NE RE TS ALV], 


To “the Sawme, 


Croydon, 
20 Sept. 1777, 
That you have taken to drawing gives me 
t 


t 
icular pleafure. Depend upon it you will 


nnd itf{uit your genius, But, in truth, your ge- 


nius 


a a 
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fis feizes every thing. While your old 
is eating his corn, I fit down to tell yow this 


which I would not fay to your face, sm you 


fhould call it flattery. Though you well know 
flattery isa thing in which we never deal) My 


oles ¢ po Re on ee ee oe en ae eee eee 
opinion of the crea siang Pees of HAotpe W who 


condefcend:s 


oD) 
0 
Ww 


" C1 y ae oes 6 Pofte ae , 47) ; ry KSA r tly 1S, iL a > 
acth y your de £ OL Gracy Wihli A Siro’ Wit WSs L1G 
fi bj 7 ~¥ = ts hie neneil are fu he 

u pjects ¥ you. recom mende tO NIiS DeNnel are Luc? 


as J (iat have sasiectea from my M.’s fancy 
While I walked my horfe hither this mornin: Qs 
two or three fubjects of different forts occurre Ed 
fo me. All of them would not fuit his ftyle. 
But I know one or two of them would not dif- 
pleafe you, if well executed. Some of them I 
will fend you.--- 

Louis xiv. when a boy, viewing the battle of 
St. Anthony from the top of Ritsoatiiics Ig 
3650, I think. 

Richard Cromwell, when the Prince de-Con= 
z Condé’s brother, told him in converfation f= 

t Montpelier, without knowing him, that Oli- 
wer was a great man, but that O] liver’s fon was a 
mifcreant for not knowing how to profit by his 
father’s crimes,. 


L. £ | Milton, 


Milton, ftruck him ef 


changing his myftery into an epic poem. 
Demofthenes declaiming i { 

William the Conqueror, and his rebellious fon 

Robert, difcovering each other ina battle ; after 


they ha! encountered hand to hand for fome 


Charles XIJ. tearing the Vizir’s robe with his 
fpur. And again, after lying in bed ten months 
at Demotica. 

ee Though my mother could na fpeak, 

«* She look’d in my face till my heart was like to break,” 
‘The Abra of Prior’s Solomon, 
When fhe, with modeft feorn, the wreath return’d, 

«* Reclin’d her beauteous neck, and inward mourn’d.” 

Our Elizabeth, when fhe gave her Effex a 
box on the ear. 

Chatterton’s Sir Charles Bawdin, partin 
from his wife--- 

«¢ Then tir’d out with raving loud, 
«¢ She fell upon the floer ; 
« Sir Charles exerted all his might, 
«© And march’d from out the door.” 

The Conference of Auguftus, Anthony and 
Lepidus (you are deep in Gold{mith, I know). 
Do you remember the feenc? Equally fufpicious 
of treachery, they asreed to meet on a Tittle 
ijland near NMutina. Lepidus firft paft over. 
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Or tne €ar.--but, i know not how, whenever I 
am away from you, nothing is too fhocking for 


iad on nmouth again laid down his head. 


‘The executioner ftruck again and again, to as 
Nttle purpofe ; and, at taft, threw down the axe. 
‘Fhe theriff obliged the .man, whofe ats al 
inuft pity amd r “efbee to renew his attempt. 


‘Two ftrokes more finifhed the butchery. 
Were it poflible to tear of this laftfubje@-with- 
reying half my letter, I really, would. It 
rill make you fhudder too much. But, you fee, 
it, is 1fot poflible ; and. you. prefer. fuch a letter 


is, L know, to none. The paper only af- 


fords me room to fay my horfe is re; ady. Every 
iiep he carries me from you, will be a ftep from 
bappinefs.---M.y strap would bufy herfelf 


juft now, about the manner-in which I fhould 
behave, if | were to. die as ignominioufly as 


\Ionmouth. 3ut, as 1 feel.no inclination for 


ebellion, fancy threw. away her. pains. 
Ly BYTE Ree 


To the Same. 


5 February, 1778: 


Oh! my deareft M. what Lhave gone through 


since I wrote to you laft night it is impofiible for 


me 


Peters) al 

me-to defcribe. Thank God, you were not 
town! Suffice it that my honor and life are 18 
as you wifh them. Now, mine of laft night is 
nore intelligible. How PEN, that the kindeft 


Nl ever wrote tho ld 1t ( 
you ever wrote me, inould come to 


me precifely at the time I was obliged to make 
up my mind to quit the world, or, what is more, 


mull more, to quit you! Yet, fo it was. 

he ftory my letter mentioned, of a friend 
who had received fuch an affront as no human 
being could away with, was my own. Your 
feelings agreed with me, I am fure. Duelling is 
not what I defend, In general, almoft always, 
it may be avoided. But cafes may be put, in 
it can be avoided only by worfe than death, 
ig difgrace and infamy. Had. I fal- 


len, I know where my laft thoughts would have 


~— 
q 
pape 
~ 
- 
ct 


by eve cl riaftin 


lingered ; and you. and your children would 


have had fome tokens of my regard. Be affured 


er 


he matter is for ever at an,end, and at.an end as 
properly as even you can with. Hovw.happy m all 
we be, in 7g, or 80 ier before that.time we fhall 
furely be bleft with each other!), to have thofe 
riends about us aN were privy to. this day; 
and to talk over the poffibility of it! 


Mi. 


e facred be every ffthr 


Vly mind is too much agitated to write any 


Z 


is evening. T'e- morrow | i will be more 


1 
Laat ha ik My laft I am fure could not alarm 


you; though, had any thing happened, it would 
aie prepared you. Don’t be alarmed by this. 
Upon my honour! (with which you know I 
never preface a falfity) Iam not hurt; nor, as 
it fince turns out, is the other gentleman---at 
leait, not materially. 


One trifling circumftance I muff mention. As 
t was determined either to kill or be killed (un- 
lefs fuficient apologies fhould be made),-- the 
only proper, and leaf? pernicious, idea of duelling, 
ae did not fee why I fhould not recruit my 
ftrength as much as poflible. So, about three 
o'clock, | took fome-cold faddle of mutton and 
brandy and water at my friend’s. After which 
F went home to feal up fome things for you, 
where my friend was to call fer me. When f 
faw him coming to my door between 4 and’ 5, I 
had jult wrung the affectionate hand of the man 
{ moft value, and committed to His care you and 


your dear little girl, and my dear fifter, &c. &c. 


ye, honour, revenge, and all my various feel- 


os. 
in 5? 


(ny 
ings would, in {pite of myfelf, parch my tongue. 
As I took my hat out of my drefling-room, I filled 
a wine-glafs of water, and drank half of it, to 
moiften my mouth. When I faw that glafs again, 
about an hour ago, on returning to that home, 
which I never again thought to fee, in order to 
write to her of whom I thought I had taken my 
laft leave in this world---when I took that elafs 
again into my hand, recolleted my feelings on 
fetting it down, and emptied the remainder of 
its contents, a libation of gratitude to the fuper- 
nding Providence of Hen On M. no 
pen, not even your’s, Can paint my feelings I 
Oar remember---in all our future life, 
each fifth of February be ever facred | 


TAvECVD oF ai Bo? R tavXicvVill, 
To ’the SAME 


——— flreet, 
2 March, 1778. 

Your going out'of town fo fuddenly has not 
ferved tomend my fpirits. But I will be as mer- 
ry asl can. Were I to be very miferable after 
my late miraculous adventure, I fhould be guilty 
of fullenne/s againft Providence. The minute ac- 
count I gave you of it laft week, was, I aflure 
you, dictated to my pen by my feelings, before 


1 
they 
# 


th ey had for gotten the affecting circumftances, 


Your obfery ations are truly juft 


ic affront which ] had received 


appears to mortal eyes, I fhould not readily, I 


and ftriking. 


Unpardonable as t 
fear, have found an‘anfwer te the queftion of the 
enquiring angel, on entering the world of 


te VAT Saf SO, bey Ps Se 
Fits, ** What bade you hither ?”? 


tell’ you o ‘Saturday the particulars of 
the poor féllow who fufféted this day fe’nnight 
for murde ting Mrs. me tie As ? They are Siew: 
Jar. He was an Itali ian, | underftand. Such a 
thing is not credible, but of an Italian. 


Mrs. Dnightly’s account was, that on the 18th 
of January-Ceppi came intoher room, fhe being 
in bed, locked the door, fat himfelf in a chair ; 
and told her hewas come to do her bufinefs. She, 
not underftanding this, afked him to let her-< get 
out of bed; which he did. . He then took iad 
his pocket two piftols. She went towards the 
door in order to get out; bute he fet his back 
againft it. She, to spite him, teld him he 
might {tay breakfaft. He anfwered: he would 
have nene, but would give her a good one. She 
then called out to alarm the houfe, ran towards 
the bed, and faid, « pray, don’t fhoot me !” and 
dsew up-clofe to the curtains. He followed, and 
dif- 


f or9.9 
difcharged the piftol ; after which he threw him- 
felf acrofs the bed, and fired the other piftol at 
himfelf, which-did not take effec. During this, 
a wafherwoman ran up ftairs, and with a poker 
broke the bottom pannel of the door, through 
which Mrs.-Knightly was. drawn half-naked, 
and Ceppi, following, ran down ftairs; but-was, 
purfued and taken. In his defence, he faid, he 
had propofed honourable terms of marriage to 
her, but that fhe had refufed and deferted him ; 
that he was overcome with grief and love, and 
that his defign was not. to-hurt her, but to fhoot 
himfelf inher prefence. 

It appears, I am afraid, from all the circum- 
flances, that, whateverhis defpair meant with re-~ 
| gard to his'own life, he certainly was determined. 
to také away her’s...’ How unaccountably mutt 
Nature have mixed him up! Befides the crimj- 
nality and brutality of the bufi nefs, ‘the folly of 
it ftrikes me. Wohat--~-becaufe. the perfon, on 
whom I have fixed my-affe&tions; has robbed:me 
of happinefs by withdrawing her’s, thall I let her 
add to the:injury, by depriving me. of. exiftence 
alfo in this. world, and ofevery thing inthe next? 
_In.my opinion, to run.the chance of being mur-= 
dered by the new object-of her afieCtions, or, of 
muy- 


f P30. J 
murdering him, is as little reconcilable to com- 
mon fenfe as to common religion. How much 
lefs fo to commit complicated murder, which 
muft cut off all hopes in other worlds ! 

Yet, could I believe (which I ownT cannot, 
from the evidence in this cafe), that the idea of 
deftroying her never ftruck him till his finger 
was at the trigger---that his only intention was 
to lay the breathlefs body of an injured lover at 
her feet--Had this been the fact, however I might 
have condemned the deed, I certainly fhould have 
wept over the momentary phrenzy which com- 
mitted it. But, as nothing appears to have pait 
which could at all make him change his pian, I 
muft (impoffible as it feems) fuppofe, him to 
have deliberately formed fo diabolical a plan--- 
and muft rejoice that he was not of the fame 
country, while I lament that he was of the fame 


order of beings, with myfelf. 


If the favour I mentioried ‘to you o’Saturday 
be at all out of courfe, pray don’t afk it. Yet the 
worthy veteran I want to ferve has now and then 
feen things happen not altogether: in courfe. 
When he called this morning’ to learn howl had 


fucceeded, 3 obferved to him, while’ we were 
talk- 


[ 
talking, that he got bald. “* Yes,” faid he, 
fhaking his grey hairs, ** it will happen fo by 
pee, continua *) y {tepping over one’s head.” 
He e fufpected the channel of my applica- 

tion, ba he afked me this morning, whether 
5ol. if he could fcrapedt together, properly flid 
into Mifs ---’s hand, might not forward his 
views. My anfwer was, that I had no acquain- 
tance with the lady, but I knew for certain that 
fhe had never in her life foiled her fingers with 
the fmalleft prefent of this fort. 

Happy, bleft, to know you, to love you, and be 
loved by you ! 


Le Berrios Bo Re) aX LIX 


To the Same, 


Hockerjll, 
5 Sept. 1773. 
Here did [ fit, more than two years azo, in 
C, sys 


this very room, perhaps in this very chair, thank- 


ine you for blifs, for paradife; all claim te 


which I foon after voluntarily ret figned, becauts . 
I hoped they would foon be mine by claims more 


ju ee if p offi bl le, than thofe c f love. tai years 


mi € “— > wt? z Pa ‘2 pat ° 
delicacy, and refpect | for yon, et nyoin od forbear- 
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NCY.End: ! VV i1CN Will My weary feet find ref{t ? 
. ' ral 1 ee eee Se |, | thee ee sige 
V ben ihali I UCCD away My fatioue son the down- 


ft pillow of the bofom @flove? Should hope 
continue to deceive me, you never fhall make me 
happy, till you make me your husband, Yet, : as 
we fate upon the orafs, under the trees near the 


water, yelterday, juft before you retuz 
sbisibe becaufe you AUER it the gentleman com- 
was a certain per 
si another button or 


+ 


c . a je ae a ee "r9 - 7 F 
two of my favourite habit, which was already 


opened by the heat; had I then (you remember, 
my Laura, the converfation and the fcene) for- 


d withftand---who is he 


blame me? Who would dare to 
Woe not have done? 
ed,---Sally Harris, 
won t T ¢ } eC 1} j y f P OT 

you Know, arrived on] y at toc dignity of Pomona 
- Had my M. her due, mankind at 
Jarge would admit her double claim to the titles 


c ~ =7 
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Ha Miner Pf Vest and ot \ enus. 


‘To 


JE « 


ej 
1S C1Ca} 


wi 


ea fervant 


© 
Ws 
Sd 
a) 
ed) 
ww 
ron) 
i 
oe) 
<) 
8] 
OQ 
Ww 
1) 
S 
~~ 
=) 
Oo 
om 
wa 
~~ 


—“ 
ai 


tin 
7 


5) witnou 
2 


had 


t 
es, to make then 


iom 


Temoan 
MUCmalh 
‘or 
} 
L 


> 
q 
¢ 


mpfon, a foo 
£3 
i 
urch 


Co 
oe hed 


1 


“a3 
i 
0i35 O 


monf? 
e K 
put up (Oy Gr 


ei 
vi 


ai 


On: 


ived tow 


tri 


( 124 J 

to make them what thou pleafeft! . Muft theu 
alfo goad them on to crimes ! muft thou convert 
them into devils, hell-hounds ! 


| WN LoD oe eee 
To the Same. 

ftreet, 

23 Jan. 1779. 
The fhort note I wrote to you laft night, im- 
mediately on my reaching town, you received, I 
hope. But why no anfwer to it? Why do you 
not fay when we fhall meet? Lhave ten thou- 
fands things to tell you. My fituation in Nor- 
folk is lovely. Exactly what youlike. The par- 
fonage-houie may be made vore comfortable at a 
trifling expence. How happily fhall we fpend 


/ 


our time.there! How glad am 1, that I have 


tokan ordere a id what ~ Ly] oat] ha A Sea mv 
taken ordel +5 an Wiat ODI tLlOns lave ui tol ) 
© 


dear B.to Mr. H.and Dr. V.! Now, my a 


pinefs can be deferred no longer. My character 
and profeffion arc, hows additi ichts me the 
> & 


fcale. Oh then, confent 
ay ee ot oi Be 


t Desa vy db ie 


O marry me directly. 
J 
ad you to the altar will be th 


Re ad hs aN oe fa ge 2S NY |) Lee a 
pieft day of my exittence. 


i@) 
—" 
h~ 
pub) 
-— 
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Thanks, a thoufand thanks for your tender 
and aftectionate rile. while I was in Norfolk. 
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fool enough to believe C. was the only 
fubterranecous channel, throu 
things were to emerge to day, and 
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exhibit circumftances ftill more extraordinary, 11 
P >) 

~ ; oe ee ee a de ry Lane ng 

poffible, than his being the author of Rowley’s 


eee ly es via ie ated pL epehemls eee Nia ANCOR BA col Salina Bolg hae 

son On dilpiayed in his famous life of pavage: 
- 7 Cc 

formal lif of he a MAD SACRE S 

nor is this a formal life of Chatterton; thougn 
~ ae po - xa7 >} >t n] ¥t wr T Ra NET 

ch a thing might well employ even the pen oi 


a A This is only an idle letter tomy dear M. 


\I. you, who contributed fo liberally 


. a + ¢ 0 a 1 re 
Thomas Chatter eg eftin’d to puzzle at leait, 


t} 


if not to impofe upon, the ableft critics a om anti- if 
A : ts & 
guarians which the moit polithed age of nerd 


[ae 7 

has produced, was born at Briftol, Nov. 20, 1 LL 
His father had been mafter of the free-{chool in 
reet in that city, and was fexton of 
Mary Redcliffe church. Hi {tory condefcends not 


to relate any thing more of fuch an ignoble fa- 


mily, than that they had been fextons of the fame 
church for near a century and an half. 


It feems to have pan determined | by fortune 
that this poor lad, I ou ught rather to fay this ex 


traordinary human being, fhould have no oblig 


hm, 
/ 


on but to genius and to himfelf,. His bahia, as 


, La pbb apie cpa anh 2 ae 
he was a fchoolmafter, and is orted to have been 


ep 
=| 


erable poet fora fexton, might Porn have 


given his fon afree-{chool education, had he lived 

{ee him old enough for inftru@tion. ‘The fex- 

ton died very foon: after, if not before, the bi: th 
/ 


Pr 
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of his fon; who indifputably received no other 
ucation than what he picked up at a charity 
Bees at a place called St. Auguftine’s Back in‘ 


Briftol. Reading, writing and accounts, compo- 


fed Ae whole circleof fciences which were taught 
at this univerfity of our Briftol Shakef pear. 


uly, r767,. he was artic “led clerk 
to an attorney of Briftol, whom I have not been: 
able to find out. From him, I underftand, has 
| MS. o of Chatter-- 


a itran; 


9 2 
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When the new bridge at Briftol was finithed, 

there appeared, in Farly’s Briftol Journal, an ac~ 
count of the ceremonies on opening the old 
bridge (the piece is prefixed to the volume of 
Chatterton’s Mifcellanies), preceded by thete 
wards :---%* To the Printer. OG. 1, 1768. The 
‘¢ following defcription of the fryars’ firft pafling 
‘* over the old bridge, taken from an old Ms. 
<< may not at this time be unacceptable to the ge- 
é¢ nerality of your readers. Your's, Dunhelmus 
es Sea Curiofity at laft traced the in- 
fertion of this curious memoir to Chatterton. To 
the threats of thofé who treated him (agreeably 
to his age and appearance) asa child, he returned 
1othing but havent inefs and a refufal to give any 
ccount. To milder ufage and many promifes 
the boy, after fome time, confeffed that he had 
received that and other MSs. from his father; 
which he had found in an iron cheft placed by 
William Cannynge (tae founder of the churcli 
of which C.’s family had fo long been {extons ) 
in 2 muniment room over the northern portico 
of St. Maa Redcliffe. Warton (in his hiftory, 
of Englifh poetry) fa ‘s when this appeared he 
was about feventeen. Days are more material in 
C.’s life than years in the lives of others. He 
wanted, you fee, fomething of fixteen.---One 


f4% is cur ae 1 sede tal 
fad is curious, that, though it was not pofiible 


¥ 
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ot ee ae 4 Lae x eS } oa oaths a aie ted 
for him to have picked up Latin at a charity= 


Chool where Latin was not taught, his note te 


Sale 
the printer nas, for no apparent reafon, a Latin 
wei 8 Reindalianhes Lid eee 
fionatu +, Dunh ftolienfis. "This Latin 
(= 
certainly WasS not INOW ICY S. It muft have peel. 


1 « 


ne memoir procured ae. the acquaint~ 


eloman Ae pee E> 4 : 
ance of fome gentlemen of B; tol, who, becaufe 
1 Pah ded te eee Bas Ve ee 
they condefcended to rec Cive trom him the com- 


pofitions which he brought them, without t giving 
him much, if any thing, in return, fondly ima- 
gined themfelyes the patrons of genius. Mr,. 
Catcott and Mr, Pees a pewterer and a fur~ 
geon, of his obligations to whom you will fee 
him fpeak in his reads were his principal, if 
not hisonly patrons. To thefe gentlemen he 
produced, between OG. 1768, and April 177 
(befides many things which he confefled: to be 
his own, and many which, in the interval, ap- 
peared in the Town and Country Magazine), 
all Rowley’s poems, except the “¢ ballad of Cha- 
ritie.”.. Of thefe only two, I think, and thofe the 
horteft, he pretended to be the original MSS, 
The reft were tran! ‘cripts, in his own hand ; of 
fome of which he acknowle lged himfelf the au- 
thor. Concerning thefe curiofities no diftin& or: 
fatictidlory account, by friend or enemy, by 
threat or promife, could ever be drawn from him. 


For 


F.<igry 4 


for thefe curiofities how much he received froitt 


this Briftol patrons does not appear. His patrons 
de not boaft of their generofity tohim. ‘They 
{Catcott at leaft) received no inconfiderable fum 
for Rowley’?s poems; nor has the fale of them 
turned out badly. In confequence of the money 
got by poems which Chatterton certainly brought 
to light, which I firmly believe C. to have writ- 
ten, his mother acknowledges to have received 
the immenfe fum of five guineas, by the hands of 
Mr. Catcott;, and Mr. Barrett, without fee or 
reward, sae the whitlowed finger of the fifter. 
‘Talk no more of the neglect of genius in any age 
or country, when, in this age and country, Row- 


ex 
ley’s poems have. produc 
author and, his family. Should I ever appear in 
print on this fubject, I would publick 
on the gentlemen concerned in this 
to ftate their accoun 

Has not the world a tte to know what Cat- 
cott fairly bought ef Chatterton (he does not 
pretend to have bought oe and what was the 
fair purchafe-money of thefe ineftimable trea- 
fures! Let. us know what the editors of Row- 
ley’s poems gave and received for them, and 
what the faleof them has produced? Is the fon 
to be declared guilty of forgery? Are his forge- 


wert > @ 
series 


Bead ae 
iverted into (I believe, no inconfide 


rable fums of) money? And is the mother and 
fitter’s fhare to be five cuineas ? 


¥ies to be co; 


é 


Hither mean envy of C.’s extraordinary 
nius, or ma unly abhorrence of his deteftable oe 
leads almoft ey ery perfon, who talks or write 
about this boy, to tell you of his fhocking per 
gacy and his total want of principle. Orie rezc- 


vend antiquarian of Cambridge has gone fo far as 


rem 


~ 


to tell thofe of whom he has made enquiries con- 
cerning him, that his death was of little con{e- 
quence, fince he could not long have efcaped 
hanging. C. never did any thing which merited 
hanging, half fo much as is merited by that doc- 
tor of the charitable religion of Chrift, who can 
dare to advance fuch an wncharitable aflertion 
without a fhadow of probability. Who knows but 
this venerable feer, in his next vifion, may 
choofe to difcover that I thall live to be hanged ; 
may fee your H. gibbeted in perfpeGtive ; be- 
caufe my indignation refcues fuch a villzin as 
poor Chatterton from his monkifh bigotry ? 
When C. left this world in Auguft 1770, he 
wanted as man y months as intervene betwee nAu- 
gult and November to compleat his 18th year. 
Ifinto fo fmall a fpace he had contrived to croud 


anuch profligacy and much want of principle, 


fome 


haps may be afcribed to his youth, and 
fome to want of friends. Johnfon, I remember, 
defends even the life of Savage, which differed 
from Chatterton’s in more circumfances than. its 
length, by fome fuch obfervation as this ; that 
the fons of affluence are iaiproper judges of his 
conduct, and that few wife men will venture to 
affirm they fhould have Eee i better than Savage 
in Savage’s fituation. Do profligate and unprin- 
cipled, fome of the tendereft epithets vouchfafed 
peor Chatterton, mean difhoneft or undutiful, 


an unkind brother or an unfeeling child? ‘he 


dulleft enemies of his genius can jase no 
proofs of any fuch crime. Some papers I fhall 


fend you will contain the fulleft proof of the ne- 
\ ach ry th Tt y = ais Sa | V 1 Aah 
gative. Do they meanthat, being a young man, 
ke was addicted to women; that, he a yout 
of fuch an imagination, he was addicted to wo- 
men like all youths of {trong imaginations ? Do 


ate We. > ql 5 Be WEN 7 } bra chan! 
the epithets mean that he ay: thofe dam- 


firft lodging in town denies) only fhow he was 
unlucky. The crimes muft be admitted. Ds 


1 " 1 ; 5, ef SA! hos ce te 
they mean that, writing to procure bread for him- 
> wrote on any 
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is 
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fide and on any fubject which would afford bread ? 

‘The crime muft perhaps be admitted. Yet, let 

not older men, who may pofiibly themfelves, in 

‘i this fenfe of sai sited fe a little unprincipled, 

¥) a little profligate, head the advanced guard of 
retcrans who are to attack this infant Hercules 
in his cradle. | And fet it be remembered that, 
iii the ‘¢ Fyiemoirs of a Sad Dog,” figned Harry 
Wildfire, inferted in the Town and Country Ma- 


gazine, where Chatterton evidently fate to his owa 


pencil for two or three features, there is this 
paflage---- 


As I know the art of Cur/ifm pretty well, I make a tolerable 
hand of it. But, Mr. Printer, the late profecution againft the 
bookfellers having frightened them all out of their patriotifm, I 
am neceflitated either to write for the.entertainment of the pub- 
lic, or in defence of the miniftry. As I have fome little remains 
of confcience, the latter is not very agreeable. Political writing 
of either fide is of little fervice to the entertainment or inftruction 
of the reader. Abufe and {curriiity are generally the chief figures 
tn the language of party. I am not of the opinion of thefe an- 
thors who deem every man in place arafcal, and every man out of 
place a patriot.” 


In the preface to Chatterton’s Mifcellanies, 
we are even affured that ** his profligacy was at 
leaf? Sas confpicuoats as his abilities.” p. 18. 
Indeed |! Then do I believe he was the moft pro- 
Ve fiigate mortal of his age (I had almoft faid, of 
i any age) thatever exifted. The admirable Chrich- 
ion 


ae ee 

fon (Adventurer, N. 81) bears mo comparifor 
with C. either as to the forwardnets or the great 
nefs of his abilities ; {till lefs in point of educa+ 
tion, for he ftudied at St. Andrew’s in Scotland: 
till he was above three year’s older than C. was 
at the time of his death. 

The infinuations thrown out by the editor of 
Sten Sean Mifcellanies, and even by Mir. 
Warton againft the elegant writer at Strawberry~ , 
hill, are certainly not founded. To impute 

_Chatterton’s death, in 1770,.to the perfon who’ 
in 1768 refufed to believe that fome of his com- 
pofitions had been written 200 years before, were 
to treat others {till more uncharitably, if it be’ 
poffible, than Chatterton has been treated. Mr.. 
Walpole is by no means blameable for the.life or 
the death of Chatterton*. 

* Yet even’ Mr. Walpole cannot help regretting that he was’ 
mot better acquaintedwith Chatterton’s * fiérce’and untameable” 
«“ fpirit, his confcioufnefs of fuperjor abilities, his inattention to” 
‘¢ worldly difcretion, his feorn of owing fuofiftence or reputation 
‘* to any thing but the ebullitions of his own genius.” (‘a Iet- 
6 ter to the editor of Chatterton’s Mifcellanies,” printed at 
Strawberry-hill, r779) Even he cannot help lamenting that he 
did not ‘© contribute to refcue fuch a fpirit from itfelf, its wort’ 
“enemy.” Still, this writer, no lefs humane than elegant, joins’ 
the general cry againft the morals of Chatterton. But were or 
were not all the crimes which can be proved againf this poor boy 
any thing more than the univerfal foibles of youth? To perfift 

N:2- there- 
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therefore to charge him with thofe crimes, is it any thing more 


than to accufe him of his youth ? And pure thould be that mouth 


ef age which ventures fuch an accufation 3 for it may be remem- 
bered (the editor protefts he means not the moft diftant applica- 
tion in the prefent day) that when, in the year 1740, on the fea- 


men’s bill, Mr. Horace Walpole refleked upon the youth of Pitt,that 
great man replied, he would not undertake to determine whether 


* 


youth might juftly be imputed as a reproach 3 but this he would 
affirm, that the wretch, whofe age has only added obfinacy to 
fiupidity, is furely the obje&t of either abhorrence or contempt, 
and-deferves not that his grey hairs fhould proteét him from in- 
fults; that much more is he to be abhorred, who, as he has ad- 
vanced in age, has receded from virtue, and becomes more wicked 
with lefs temptation.—Still, this patron of Offian, and rejeCtor 
of Chatterton, does not hefitate to affirm, rarher barfh!y, that 


¢ ] 


all of the houfe of forgery are relations ; and that, though it 


“* be juft to Chatterton’s memory to fay his poverty never made 
<< him claim kindred with the richeft or mof enriching branches, 


o 
ie (W) be- 
/icvesy hands, might eafily have led him to thofe mote facile 


imitations of profe, promifory notes.” But furely it fhould 


‘yet that his ingenuity in counterfeiting ftyles, and, | 
se 
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fave been remembered that, in the preface to the firft edition of 


We iat Ish cays om Late oe eee 3 hc pth Me 
the Ca/t/e of Otranto, nota boy’s production, we are folemnly told 


it was found in the * library of an ancient catholic family in the 
*¢ north of England, and was printed at Naples, in the blaclx let- 
“ter, in the year 1529 3” that we are told, in the preface to the 


e 


fecond edition, * the honourable author flacters himfelf «é he 


r? 
a} 
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6 fhall appear ex nfeable for having offered his work to the world 


* uncer 


heey 1. 


membered what the reverend Dr. Jofeph War- 


i. 


ton thought proper to tell the world of almoft 
I} his Mate s writings,.and even of his own 
*¢ Ode to Fancy.” f 
Let me now make you acquainted with. the 
indifputable hiftory of this boy till he left Brif~ 
tol. Ashe fays, in his “ ftory of ante h 
In al! his fheepen gambols, and child’s play, 
At every merry-making, fair or wake, 
I kenn a purpled light of wifdom’s ray 3 
He ate down learning with the waftle cakes. 
As wife as any of the aldermen 


He'd wit enough to make a mayor at ten. 


Beattie has hardly been able to invent a more 
ftriking picture of his minftrel, than is exhibited 
of C. in a letter written by his fiften, laft year, 
to a gentleman who defired her fo recolle€t every. 

circumftance concerning him, however trifling 11 


soht {eer Ware sb hie tenyic lan Ame with 
might feem to her. ‘The lettcris lent to me, witn 
fator.”—-He fhould not 
fo yery uncharitably condemn the forgery, whofe a ex- 


ample gave a fan¢tion to it, and mignt poliibly fuggeft the original 


idea of it—-for aie C..ridicules Mr. W. in the ftory of “ Harry 
«¢ Wildfire,” he s him Baron Otranfo:. And, in the February 
before C.’s deceit hai Mr. W. publithed ** Hiftoric doubts on 


6 the life and reign of Richard ne > which C..perhaps confidered 


ral 


as a bo/der attempt than the creation of Rowley. The Editor. 


0” 


t Warton’s «€ oe on the Writings and Genius of Pope, 


Caopers 1756. 44) 243, &c. 


> 


Cao 
many charges of care. Pray be careful of if. In 
tranicribing it, you will naturally preferve the 
sand ftops. Let €.’s fitter tell. her 
own itory in her own way. Six Horace War- 
pool, for Mr. H. Walpole, &c. ftamps authenti- 
city on her artlefstale. The anxiety fhown in 


this I to prove ** he was a lover of truth 

from the earlieft dawn of ee is OW dion to 

vnat thefe two poor women (the mother and fif- 
4 ‘ 

) have heard about deceit, impoftor and for- 

gery. For Chatterton’s fake, the Englith Jan- 

< its dictionary ; 


Cc} e moft ignomi= 
} deception. of aftrib- 

three-centuries to 
Fale) hor’s name de- 


to.afk what the 
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prudery of our critics would have faid had the 


| 7 i. : 

jong to AU}la, or the chorus te Godwin, been. 
2 ie | : a, on CA FT 22. i } 

produced by Mr. Warton’s nephew, or by a re- 
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ation of Nir. WV alpole! should we the ql have ce: 


5 manner with repetitions of. 
Ihe fins of the forgery. 
ld then have been boafted. 


* 
fant relations, unto the 
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eufed of forgery for her ‘* Auld Robin Gray ?” 
Is Macpherfon’s name mentioned in the fame 

fentence with this unfeeling word forgery, even 
by thofe who believe Macpherfon and Offian to 
be the fame? “* When arich man {peaketh,” 
fays the fon of Sirach (you fee I have not taken 
orders in vain), ** every man hold 


and lo! what he fays is extolled to the clouds: 


careful to mention the copy book covers, which 
CG. told Catcott, &c. were, many of them, Rie 
tey’s MSS. But you will recollect ci the fa- 


ther, by whom thefe MSS. are faid to have been 
cut up for this purpofe, was himfelf a bit of a pect. 

A gen ae man, who faw thefe two women laft 
year, declares he will not be fure they might not 
eafily have been made to believe that injure ee if- 
tice: demanded their ie at Tyburn, for being 
the mother and fifter of him who was. fufpected ta 


have forged the poems of Rowley. Such terror 
had the bani 9 of certain curious enquirers 
imprefied upon their minds, by worrying them to 
declare the an the whole truth, and nothing 
but the truth about the forgery---Strange-fated 
Chatterton ! Hadft thou pofielied fewer and lefs 

eminen 4 
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Cifinent abilities,. the world would now give 
thee credit for more and for greater abilities. 
With regard to the fact, the mother and fifter 
either believe, or pretend to believe, with the 
pewterer, that all Rowley’s poems came out of 
the old cheftin the churchi- The cafe is, none 
of the three knows any thing of the matter. 
Moit readily I admit that, if Chatterton be an 
impoftor (i. e. the wonderful human being [ 
firmly believe him) he,impofed upon every foul 
whoknew him. This, with me, is one trait of 


It has been thought ere: ‘murders and other 
crimes are pointed out to dj overy by the finger 
of Providence. Sut .& (eal s revenge againft 


murder” is, in fact, only the fociablenefs of 
man’s difpotitions ‘That we may. have been wife 
iy made thus for this purpofe,. among others, I. 
do not deny. But Tyburn would fee fewer exe- 
cutions were mana lefs fociable animal. It is not 
good for him to be alone. Joy or forrow, vil- 

ny or otherwife, we mu/hbave fociety, we muff’ 
communicate it. Mlan,.in {pite of grammar, is a 
noun adjective.. Does any one admire Junius for 
faying that his fecret fhould die with him, and: 


for keeping his word? But this was only faying: 
he would not enlarge the circle of thofe to whom 


his 
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his fecret was already known; for, that he wasy 
as he fays, ‘* the fole depofitary of his own fe~ 
eret,” Icannot think. The original letters are 
clearly written in a female hand---But, Junius 
is now known. 

Let any man, at any time of life, make an ex- 
periment of not communicating to a ingle indi- 
idual, during twelve months, a fingle fcheme, 
afingle profpect, a fingle circumftance refpecting 
himfelf. Let him try how it is to lock up every 
thing, trifling or ferious, fad or merry, within 
his own folitary breaft.. There are eafier tafks. 
---This boy did it during his whole life. 

Very few fuch menas John the Painter® have 
appeared in the world, from whom his fecret was 
only ftolen by the ¢rarterous hand of friendfhipy 
No fuch human being as this boy, at any pefiod 


of life, has ever been known, or poflibly ever 
will be known. The Spartan lad was far infe- 

rior, 

* Don’t {mile at my lugging in John the Painter, till you con- 
fijer how it applies His fecrecy was wonderful, yet lefs wonder- 
ful than C.’s in exact proportion as his fecret was more criminal, 
and went more to his life.——-But you will not deny to be odd 
what I know for a fa&t, that, among his papers, were fome obfer- 
vations on Rowley’s poems : if they have not been deftroyed, they 
might furely be publidhed. They could not endanger our dock~ 
yards, though written by John the Painter.—-Can’t you give.z 
hint of this kind, fome day, at your houfe? Moft probably be 


has. them, 


C 42 J 
tior, and that was the effect of education, Pals 
manazar and D’Eon are not to be compared with 
him. That, at his timid and fociable age, when 
other children are alinoft afraid to be left alone, 
€. fhould wr: ip his arms round him, ftand aloof 
from the whole w orld, and never Jean upon 2 
{ingle individual for fociety in his fchemes (in 
{chemes, too, neither odious nor criminal), is with 
me almoft more more wonderful than the fchemes 
which I firmly believe him, without any aflift- 
ance, to have planned andexecuted.. It thal) make 
a trait in the character of a general,.if he have 
{ftrength of mind enough not to communicate 
his plans to his firft favourite, till the communi- 
tion is no longer dan gerous. Shall not a boy of 
€ wha of feventeen, of /ixteen, have merit for 

fecrecy much more fingular? 

In ehh letter, from which I will’ detain you 
no longer, you will find his fifter mentions fome 
books fhe fent him to London. She told me many 
ef them were tn la inguages and in hands (types 
fhe meant), which fhe could not underftand---~- 
Nat they Were numerous---and that with them 
he fent a catalogue of'the books he had read to: 
the amount of many hundreds.. 

To this I thould add, that, when C. tells the 
ftory of Afrea Br Abe in a letter.to the Town 


andi 
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and Country Magazine, dated ‘ Briftol, Jan. 35 
1770.”---at the conclufion, 7/frea writes thus: 
--*¢ Having told you I do not like this uncivilizea 
«<¢ Briftolian, you may imagine a tendre/fe for 
«¢ {ome other has made his faults more cenfpicu~ 
“¢ ous. You will not be far from the truth. 4 
young author who bas read morethan Magliabe- 
“<‘ chi, and wrote more love letters than Ovid, is 
continually invoking the Nine to def{cribe me.” 
In one part of the fifter’s, letter, you will not 
fail to recollect Dryden, who fpeaks of the alli- 
ance between underftanding and madnefs.--I ana 
fure that love and madnefs are near relations. 


«¢ Concious, of my own inabilitys to write toa man of letters. 
And reluétant to engage in the painfull recolleétion of the parti- 
cculars of the life of my dear deceafed brother. together with the 
dll Rate of health I’ve enjoyed fince it has been required of mey 
care, Sir, the real caufes of my not writisg fooner. But I am in- 
wited to write as to a friend, infpired with the facred name, I will 
forget the incorrectnefs of my epittel and proceed. 

My brother very early difcover’d a thurft for preheminence I 
semember before he was 5 years old he would always prefide over 
this playmates as their mafter and they his hired fervants. He was 
dull in learning not knowing many letters at 4 years old and al- 
aways objected to read in a {mall book. He learnt the Alphabet 
from an ole Folio mufick book of father’s my mother was then 

tearing up for waft paper, the capitals at the beginning of the 
werfes. I affifed in teaching him. I recollect nothing remark- 
able till he went into the fchool, which was in his 8th year. Ex- 
cepting his premifeing my mether and me a deal of finery when 


he 
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Brew up as a reward of her care. About his roth year he be« 


Ban (with the trifle my mother allowed him for pocket money} te 


; 


} 


hire books from the circulati ng library and we were informed by 
the ufher made rapid progrefs in arithmatick. Between his r1th 
and rath year he wrote a caterlogue of the books he had read to 
the number of 70. Hiftory and divinity were the chief fu bjects, 

his fchool mates informd us he retired to read at the hours allotted 
for play. At 12 Ries old he was confirmed by the Bifhop, he 
made very fenciable ferious remarks on the awfullnefs of the ce- 
remony and his own feelings and conyiétions during it. Soon 
after this.in the week he was door-keeper he made fome verfes on 
the Jaft iiags Ithink about 18 lines, paraphrafed the g chapter of 
Job and not long after fome chapters in Maiah. He had been 
gloomy from the time he began to learn, but we remark'd he wag 
more chearfull after he began to write poetry. Some faterical 
peicis we faw foon after. His intimates in the fchool were but 
few and they folid lads and except the next neighbour’s fons I 
know of none acquaintance he had out. He was 1 4 the 20th 
af Novr. and bound apprentice the rft of July following. Soon 
after his apprenticefhip he correfponded with one of his fchool 
mates that had been his bedfellow, and was I believe bound toa 
merchhant at New-York. He read a letter at home that he 
wrote to his friend, a collection of all the hard words in the Enge 
lith language, and requefted him to anfwer it. He was a lover of 
truth from the earlyeft dawn of reafon, and nothing would move 
him fo much as being bely’d. When in the fchool we were in- 
formed by the ufher, his mafter depended on his verafity on all 
occations. Till this time he was remarkably indifferent to fe- 
males. oneday he was remarking to me the tendency fever ftudy 
had to four the temper and declared he had always feen all the 
fex with equal indifference but thofe that nature made dear, he 
thought of makcing an acquaintance with a girl in the neighbour- 
hood, fuppofeing it might foften the aufterity of temper ftudy had 
gcationd, he wrote a poem to her and they commenced corrIf- 


ponding 


Peun I 
‘ponding acquaintance. About this time the parchments belongs 
ier that was left of covering his boys books, my broe 


ther caried to the-off 


ce. ‘ He would often fpeak in great rapture 
of the undoubted fuccefs of his plan for future life. He was in- 
troduced to Mr. Parret, Mr. Catcot, his ambition increas’d dayly. 
His fpirits was skhee uneven. foie times fo gloom’d that for 
many days together he would fay very little and that by conftrain 
At other times exceeding chearfull. When in fpirits he would 
injoy his rifing fame. confident of advancement he would promife 
my mother and me fhouid be partakers of his fuccefs. Mr. Bar- 
ret lent him many books on furgery and I beleive he bought man 
more as I remember to have ee them up to fend to him when 
in London and no demand was ever made fur them. About this 
-time he wrote feveral faterical poems. one in the pap 


plates in St. Nicholas tower. He 
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Catcot’s putting the p 


began tobe univerfally yan: among the young men. He had 


many cap acquaintance but I am confiden t few intima’es. At 
abont 17, he became ain Sap with Mr. Pataki: diftiller in 


AY Ass . ae eet +4 r nate , Bear ede 
Caflle-ftreet, who lent, him many books onaftronomy. Mr. Ca- 


: } fae c 
tor. likewife aflifted him with books on that fubje@t. from thence 
he appiyd Kimfelf to that ftudy. His hours in the office was froma 


$ im the morning to 8 in the evening. He had little of his maf- 
ters bufinefs to do. fometimes not 2 hours in a day, which gave 
him. an opportunity to purfue his genius. He boarded at Mr. 
Lamberts, but we faw him moft evenings befure .9 o’clock and 
would in general flay to the limits of his time.which was to. 


o clock. He wasfeldom 2 evenings together without feeing us 


b i a 
I*had almoft forgot to add, we had-heard hin a frequently fay that 


he found he ftudied beft toward the full of the moon and Siena 
often fit up all nizht and write by mognlight A few mont! 
y é o 
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before he left Briftoi he wrote letters. te feveral bookfellers in 


London i believe to jearn if there was any probility of his getting 


an emplovment there but that Tean't affirm otha 
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He wrote one letter te Sir Horace Warpool, and 
except his corrifpondence with Mifs Rumfey, the girl I before 
mentioned, I know of no other. He would frequently walk the 
Colledge green with the young gis that ftatedly paraded thére to 
fhew their finery. But I realy beleive he was no debauchee (tho 
fome have reported it). the dear unhappy boy had faults enough 
Ifaw with concern. ‘he was proud and exceedingly impetious but 
that of venality he could not be juftly accufed with. Mrs. Lam- 
bert informed me not 2 months before he left Briftol, he had 
never been once found out of the office in the ftated hours as they 
frequently fent the footman and other fervants there to fee Nor 
but once ftaydout till 11 o'clock; thenhe hed leave, as we ens 
tertained fome friends at our houfe at Chriftmas. 

Thus Sir have I given you, as before the great fearcher.of hearts 
the whole truth as far as my memory have been faithfull the par- 
ticulars of my dear brother. The tafk have been painfull, and 
for want of earlyer recolle€tion much have been nay the greatef 


part have been Jo&. My mother joins with me in beft refpeéts 


which conclude me, Sir 
Briftol. Your very humble fervant, 
Somerlethhire fquare. Mary Newton.” 


To proceed with fome fort of regularity, you 

ll next read the earlieft production of Chatter- 
ton which I have been able to find. It is tran- 
{cribed from an old pocket-book in his mother’s 
poflefion. It appears tobe his firft, perhaps his 
only, copy of it; and is evidently his hand wri- 
ting. By the date he was eleven + years and 
almoft 

+ Tickell, in the preface to Addifon’s works, fpeaks of his ac- 

& cont of the greateft Englith poets,” printed in the mifcellanies, 
mbibe 


almoft five nr 


traordinary performance in the world: but, front 


tion. Whe reas, when we read the ode which 
Pope wrote at twelve, and ancther of Co y at 
thirteen, we are aptto fufpe a parent, friend, 
or tutor, of an amiable difhonefty, of which we 
feel, perhaps, that we thould. be guilty. Sufpi- 


_cions of this nature touch net. Chatterton. He 


knew no tutor, no de no parent---at leaft no? 


parent who could corre or afift him. This: 


poem appears to have been aimed at fomebody 


while be was young. Inthe works this poem is date ; April 16940 


Fe 
A friend affured me has feen it in a miicellany, with this recom- 


mendation, “ written by Mr. Addifon, when be was only twenty= 


feven.” Some recommendation is required by apoem which con= 


cludes with thefe four lines . (Addifon’s works, 4to. Tonfon,» 
3721, vol. 1.. page 41.) 

I leave the arts of poefy and verfe 

To them that. pra€tice them with more fuccefés- 

Of greater truths Vil now prepare to tell, 


And fo, at once, dear friend and mufe, farewell. 


Chaulieu, a French poet, afks indulgence for a little rondeany- 


becaufe, at the time he wrote it, he was Potte NAIssantT, & 
FORT jeune (cvres de Chaulieu, a la Haye, 17 777+) ‘The apolo- 


gy will hold, ifa man beexceedingly: young and a fucking poat at 


co) 


ferty, which was Chaulieu’s age when he wrote the rondeau in: 


queftion.- 
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his fort, if any thing can be called his fort, who 
excelled in every thing he undertook. Catcott 
has another later poem of C.’s, called, I think, 
“* The Exhibition.” The church here alfo fup- 
plied his indignation with a fubje@. But, as the 
fatire is rather fevere, and the characters are liv- 


has fuffered it to be read, and the three follow- 
arts of it. At the 
ines are furely not bad, they 


ing couplets are in different 


dS 
fame time that the 


fhow that mufic was one of the many things 
Chatterton Eine means to acquire during the 
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few months he lived. He is known to have been 


x ies AA c t Yt aks aa * ¥ 
mufical; a faét we have upon poetical recor 
s 
aly of him and Milton. | believe aieere not 
oniy or him ana JViliLOll, L beli VO~ I Ney are noc 


vered in your eftimation on this accouat.----- 
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d female relation fays he talked little, was ver 


abient in company ; ana ufed very citen to walk 
A J re / 
yh ig AEN ab saree Ua we Cee , 
by the river fide, talking to himfelf, and flourin- 
vty Wie arm } 4 The Srft and {e 1 cou 
j his arms about.--- £ ne nrit and 1econa Cou- 


are.in ridicule, the laftin 


tome organi 
w 


Pre a 


Syered td fleeps in his inverted kev, 


Dull doleful diapafons die away. 


Te keeps the paffions with the founds’in play;- 


And the foul trembles with the trembling key. 
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APOSTATE WILL, sy T..c, = 


ays of old, when Wefley’s pow'r 


rw) 
eo 


Gather’d new firength by every hour 5 


Apoftate Will, jaf fankin‘trade, 


Refolv’d his bargain fhould be ma 


Y¥ 


1} ae ead + Tae Ate : 
Then itrait to Wefley he repalrs, 


Your fervant will a Wefley be, 
Therefore the principles teach me. 


vs 


v . ~ 
The preacher then inftruction gave, 


gu reat e is RAPS Fv" 
Nor Bingham, Young, nor Sstiluingueet, 
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Shall make me from this fect retrea 


] 
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pi 


F wr: | 


Phe curate ftraitway gave confet tanassenit? 
To take the place he quickly went. 
Accordingly he took the place, 

And keeps it with diffembled grace, 


April rath, 1764. 


Though it may not be the 
compofition, for I {hall fend you nothing whicl | 


. A Ate os Be 
1s already printed, 1 fhall now tra 


poem dated 1769 ; of which Catco | 
ing one day with Chatterton about happinefs, 


Pah Ree, SF ~ aA Te i) ee ts : AS (hy 
i diag faid he had never yet thought cn the 


contail iY his cre a of rhapine. “There can in 
+h siti re 14 ’ yO x 
this be no deceit ; for the pewterer produces the 


poem, and in the fimplicity of his vanity, im 


gines it to contain a pa 


£ 


HAPPINESS. 1769. 
Since Happinefs is not ordain’d for man, 
Let’s make ourfelves as happy as we can 5 
Poffeft with fame or fortane, friend or whore, 
But think it happinefZ———we want no more,- 
Hail Revelation! {phere-envelop’d dame, 
To fome divinity, to moft a name, 
Reafon’s dark-lanthorn, fuperftition’s fun, 
Whofe caufe myfterious and effect are one———_— 


From thee, ideal blifs we only trace, tj 


Pair as ambition’s dream, or bounty’s face, 
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But, in reslity, as fhadowy found 

As feeming truth in twifted myfteries bound? 

What little reft from over-anxious care 

The Lords of Nature are defign’d to fhare; 
\y mr 4 y ae 1's } can ° 

4} Jo wanton walm and prejudice we owe. 

Opinion is the only God we know. 


Where’s the foundation of religion placed ? 


© 


On every individual 


my 


The narrow way the prieft-rid mortals tread, - 


By fuperftitious prejudice miffed : 
t This paflage leads to Heaven—-yet, ftrange to tell ! 


! 2 ; Fe 7 
Another’s con{cience finds it leads to Hell. 


rit a 


les Confcience, the foul-Camelion’s varying hue, 


Refiects all notions, to no notion true. 


‘The bloody fon of Jefle, when h N 


e fay 
That myftic priefthood kept the Jews in awe, 
He made himfelf an ephod to his mind, 
And fought the Lord, and always found him kind.- 
In murder, * *, cruelty and luft, 
The Lord was with him, and his actions juft. 
Prieftcraft, thou univerfal blind of all, 
Thou idol at whofe feet whole nations fall, 
Father of mifery, origin of fin, 
Whofe firft exiftence did with fear begin, 
Still {paring deal thy feeming.: bleflings out, 
Veil thy Elyfium with a cloud of doubt 


Since prefent bleflings in poffeffion cloy, 

Bid hope in future worlds expe&t the joy———# 
‘ii Or, if thy fons the airy phantoms flight, 
And dawning reafon would direé&t them right, 
Some glittering trifle to their optics hold ; 


Perhaps they’ think the glaring fpangle gold, 
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And, madded in the fearch of coins and toys, 
Eager purfue the momentary joys. 

|| Catcott is very fond of talle and 
His wifh a perpetuity of name, 
Which to procure, a pewter-altar’s vary 
To bear his name, and fignify his trade 
In pomp burlefqu’d the rifing fpire to he * 
To tell futurity a pewterer’s dead. 
Incomparable Catcott, ftill purfue 
The feeming Happinefs thou haft in view: 
Unfinifh’d chimnies, gaping fpires compleat, 
Eternal fame on oval difhes beat : 
* Ride four-inch’d bridges, clouded turrets climb, 
And bravely die 


Horrid idea! if on rolls of fame 


to live in after-time. 


The twentieth century only find thy name. 
Unnoticed this in profe or * ***, — 
He left his dinner to afcend the tower. 
Then 


|| This pewterer is famous for producing to the world thofe 
c 


poems which Chatterton produced to him. He is famous alfo 


for afcending by a rope, with no little danger of his life, in 
order to place the top ftone of St. Nicholas church fpire, and under 
it a piece of pewter recording this fingular event. Noris he lefs 
famous for paffiag the ftream, by means of fome narrow boards 
(on horfeback, I believe), before the new bridge was compleated ; 
that. it might be faid d (with how much propriety Fame muft de- 
cide) he firft pafled the bridge. 

* The reader will recolleé that poor Tom complains the foul 
fiend has ‘¢ made him ‘proud of Bere «© to ride on a high- 


*¢ trotting horfe over four-inched bridges S ish a % 


s well as our’s 


difcovered €¢ Gis JQ maa Inefs, 


) 
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Then, what avails thy anxious s fpitting pain P 
Thy laugh- provoking labours are ih vains 

®™n matrimonial pewter fet thy hand ; 
Hammer with e every power thou cant command 5 
Stamp thy whole foul, original as ‘ti 
To} ropogate thy whimfies, name and? 


phy 1 Ae tatty 
Then, exe en the tottering f 


pires or chimnies fall, 
A Catcott fhall remain, admir'd by all 


Endo, who has fome trifling couplets writ, 
Is only happy when he’s thought a wit 
Think’s I’ve more judgment than the whole Reviews, 
Becaufe I always compliment his mufe. 
If any mildly would reprove his faults, 
They’re critics envy-ficken’d at his thoughts, 
To me he flies, his beft-beloved friend, 


Reads me afleep, then wakes me-to commends 


Say, fages—if not fleep-charm’'d by the rhymes 


fs flattery, much-loy’d flattery, any crime ? 
Shall dragon Satire exercife -his fling, 
And not infinuating Flattery fing ? 

is it more natural to torment than pleafe:? 


How ill that thought Brat reCtitude agrees ! 


Come to my pen, companion of the lays. 
And fpeak of worth where merit * * 
Let lazy Barton un ditinguifh’d fnore, 
Nor lath his gener fity to Hoare ; 
Praife him for fermons of his curate bought, 
His. caly flow of words, his depth of thought 5 
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His ative fpirit, ever in difplay, 

His great devotion when he drawls to prays 
His fainted foul diftinguifhably feen, 

With all the virtues of a modern Deans 


Varo, a. genius ef peculiar tafte, 
His mifery in his happinefs has placed ; 
When in foft calm the waves of Fortune roll, 
A tempett of refleGtion ftorms the foul. 

But what would make another man diftreft, 
Gives him tranquillity and thoughtlefs reft. 
No difappointment can his thoughts invade, 
Superior to all troubles not felf-made 


This chara€ter let grey Oxonians fcan, 

} And tell me of what fpecies he’s a man. 

Or be it by young Yeatman criticized, 

Who damns good Englith if not Latinized; * 
In Ariftotle’s fcale the Mufe he weighs, 
And damps her little fire with copied lays ; 
Vers’d in the myftic learning of the fchools, 


He rings bob-majors by Leibnitzian rules. 


Pulyis 


} To hold to every man a faithful glafs, 
And thew him of what fpecies he’s an afs 


Prologue to Vanburgh’s ** Proyoked Wife.” 


* If Rowley did not imitate C. either C. imitated R. or R, 


and C. are the fame; for, in the epiftle on lla to Canynge, 
as this line—— 


*s The Englith, h tm to pleafe, muf frft be Latinizeds” 


Sg EO I. has a 


ulvis, whofe knowledge centres in degrees, 


never happy but when taking fees 


> 


When firft his farce of countenance begany 
Ere the foft down had mark’d him almoft many 
A folemn dullnefs occupied his eyes, 

And the fond mother thought him wondrous wifes 
—But little had the read in nature’s book, 


For fvols aflume a philofophic look. 


O Education, ever in the wrong, 
To thee the curfes of mankind belong ; 
Thou firft great author of our future flate, 
Chief fource of our religion, paflions, fate. 
On every atom of the doétor’s frame 
Nat 


ture has ftampt the pedant with his name : 


But thou haft made him (ever waft thou blind) 


A licens’d butcher of the human kind. 
—~Mould’ring in duft the fair Lavinia lies, 
Death and our do¢tor clos’d her fparkling eyeSe 
O all ye powers, the guardians of the world ! 
Where is the ufelefs bolt of vengeance hurl’d ? 
Say fhall this leaden fword of plague prevail, 
And kill the mighty where the mighty fail ! 
Let the red bolus tremble o’er his head, 


Aad with his guardian jupel ftrike him dead ! 


But to return—in this wide fea of thought, 


How thall we fteer our notions as we ought ? 


Content is happinefs, as fages fay 


But what’s content? Thetrifle of a day. 
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Then, friend, let inclination be thy guide, 
Nor be thy fuperftition led afideam 


It is poffible, I truft, to admire the lines, 
without approving the doctrine they lay down. 
Wifer men than Chatterton, and older men 
than he was in 1769, have been fufficiently loft 
to conviction to maintain fuch doGtrine. And 
whether, I would afk, is more culpable; he 
who goes aftray when he has been dire@ed'right, 
or he who lofes his way when none has had the 
charity to point it out to him? Again---This 
boy’s religious principles were abominable. 
Agreed. Whence did he get them? Did nature 
implant them with the feeds of life? Certainly 
not. ‘They muft have been engrafted, tran{- 
planted. Go, then, to the authors of thofe 
books from which he muft have tranfplanted 
thofe poifonous weeds. There the axe will 
fall with juftice. 

His facred mufe fometimes took lefs excepti- 
onable flights. The original of what follows 
is in his mother’s poffeffion. 


The RESIGNATION, 


© God, whofe thunder fhakes the fky; 
Whofe eye this atom globe furveys; 
To thee, my only rock, I fy, 

Thy mercy in thy juftice praife, 

P 
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The myftic mazes of thy will, 

‘The fhadows of celeftial light, 

Are paft the pow’r of human {kill,--. 
But what th’ Eternal ats is right, 


O teach mein the trying hour, 
When anguifh {wells the dewy tear, 
To ftill my forrows, own thy pow’r, 
Thy goodnefs love, thy juftice fear. 


If in this bofom aught but thee 
Incroaching fought a boundlefs fway, 
Omnifcience could the danger fee, 
And mercy look the caufe away. 


Then why, my foul, doft thou complain? . 
Why drooping feck the dark recefs ? 

Shake off the melancholy chain, 

For God created all to blefs. 


But ah! my breaft is human ftill; 
7 The rifing figh, the falling tear, 

Q My languid vitals’ feeble rill, 

a The ficknefs of my foul declare. 


But yet, with fortitude refign’d, 
Vl thank th’ infliéer of .tte blow; 
Forbid the figh, compofe my mind, 
Nor let the gufh of mis’ry flow. 


The gloomy mantle of the night, 
Which on my finking fpirit fteals, 
Will vanifh at the morning light, 
Which God, my Eaft, my Sun, reveals. 


Chatterton 


eet 
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Chatterton remained in the attorney’s office 
at Briftol till April 1770. “The life he led there 
you may collect from Mrs. Newton’s letter. In 
addition to that, fhe and her mother relate that 
his Sundays were generally {pent in walking 
alone, into the country round Briftol, as far as. 
the day would allow him time to return before 
night. From thefe excurfions he never failed to 
bring home with him drawings of churches, or 
of fomething which had ftruck him. ‘That he 
had a turn for drawing you will fee by the fi- 
gure of a warrior (perhaps A#lla) prefenting a 
church on his knee, which fhall accompany this 
letter (and you are now a judge of drawing, you 
know)-~-It was one of his firft attempts. There 
are, I believe, better fpecimens of his ingenuity 

-in this art. “Chat he improved is. evident, from 
his fketch for Beckford’s ftatue, after he came 
to town, of which an engraving is prefixed to 
his mifcellanies ; and which was thought wor- 
thy to be engraved for the Town and Country 
Magazine of the month in which he died. 

But any fingle felf-acquired accomplifhment 
ceafes to furprize, when we recolle& his other 
acquifitions of heraldry, archite@ture, mufic, 
altronomy, furgery, &c. Our furprize has been 
Jong fince called forth. Had Chatterton, with- 
out any inftruction but reading, writing, and 

Ps2 accounts, 


{ who # 
accounts, before he was 18, arrived at the abi- 
lity of only putting ‘together, in profe or in 
verfe, fomething which was deemed worth in- 
fertion in the moft worthlefs Magazine, it 
would have been furprizing. What mafter 
would not be aftonifhed to difcover fuch a ta- 


dent in a-fervant (grown grey in the acquifition 


of it)-who had only learnt to read and write ? 
Stephen Duck and others‘have been lifted to 
independence, to wealth, for‘little more. Yet, 
even the threfher had a friend and inftru@tor--- 
without whom, fays Polymetis Spence, ‘** Ste- 
‘© phen muft have been placed in the fame clafs 
‘with Hai ‘Bbn Yokdban, and the young Hermes 
in Ramfay’s Cyrus; the flory of whofe improve- 
ments, without any affifiance, agrees only with ro- 
Eek Tag : 

mances.”’---Spence did not live to know Chat- 
terton. But, we may infer, from his lives. of Ma- 

liabechi and Aii//, that he lived to change ‘his 

> ‘aig 

opinion. ‘Che author of our exiftence can alone 


determine to what he has made his creatures 


equal. 


That C. fhould acquire particular things, 
without inftruction, is not fingular, fince it 
was with him a favourite maxim,. that man was 
equal to any thing, and that every thing might 
be acquired by diligence and abftinence. Was 
any thing of this fort mentioned in his hear- 
lng? All boy as he was, ‘he would only obferve, 
that 
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that the perfon in queftion merited praife; but. 
that Ged had fent his creatures into the world 
with arms long enough to reach any thing, if 
they would beat the trouble of extending them, 
‘This idea he could not but feel confirmed by’ 
what he knew of a Mr, Burgum (I think), Mr. 
Catcott’s partner, who taught himfelf Latin 
and Greek. 

Yet this very Catcott tells us (Monthly Re~ 
view, May, 1777) that, °* zo bis certain know= 
“* ledge, Chatterton (who, you remember, in 
*° 1768, ufed a Latin fignature to the paper ) 
S* under ftood no language but his mother tongue.” 
On what was this certain knowledge founded ? 
It muft reft, ultimately, upon this, that Chat- 
terton had never told him he did, had perhaps 
told him he did not, underftand any other lan- 
guage, With as much certainty of knowledge 
the fame aflertion might have been advanced of 
Mr. Burgum, before his acquifitions in lan- 
guages were known to Mr. Catcott. With as 
much certainty of knowledge, and more appear- 
ance of truth, a pewterer of Schwabach might 
have affured the world that Barretier (Fugitive 
pieces, printed for Davies, vol. 1. I4I) was 
not, at mime years of age, matter of five lan- 
guages, and did not, in his eleventh year, pub- 
lith a learned letter in Latin, and a tranflation 
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of a Hebrew book into French, whereto, zx 
one month, he added notes that contain, it is faid, 
fo many curious remarks and enquiries out of 
the common road of learning, and afford fo 
many inftances of penetration, judgment and 
accuracy, that the reader finds in every page 
fome reafon to perfuade him they cannot pof- 
fibly be the work of a child; but of a man 
long accuftomed to thefe ftudies, enlightened 
by reflexion, and dextrous by long practice in 
the ufe of books. . Greater men than Catcott 
might profit by the juft obfervations of Barre- 
tier’s biographer, that °* incredulity may per- 
<< haps be the product rather of prejudice than 
© reafon---that envy may beget a difinclination to 
<< admit immenfe fuperiority---that an account is 
‘“ not to be immediately cenfured as falfe, 
“< merely becaufe it is wonderful.” 

How qualified Catcott is to feparate wonder- 
ful from falfe, we may judge from his own 
mouth. Inthe Monthly Review for May 1777, 
he formally tells the world, that Chatterton 
could be little more than. 15 when he gave him the 
Briftow Tragedy, the ode to Ella, and the two 
or three little pieces which he firft produced. A 
few lines further of this account, he tells us how 
abfurd it would be to fuppofe that @ Jad of 15 


could forge Rowley. In the Gentleman’s Ma- 
gazine 
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gazine for Auguft 1778, this confcientious 
pewterer figns his name to a letter, which thus 


attacks Warton’s 2d vol. of Englifh poetry. 


« Page 141, He (W.) fays Chatterton was 17 years old” 


when he firft produced the poems to me. He was éut juft 
turned of 15. “He was born November 2oth, 1752, and he 
gave me the poems in the beginning of the year 1768. He had 
then the tonfure on his head, being juft come from Mr. 
Colfton’s charity-fchool. By thus mifreprefenting the year 
of his age, in which he mentions moft of the poems which 
have fince appeared as being then in his poffeffion, two years 
are gained; an irterval of time, which might give colour of 
probability to the (I muft fay) otherwife very improbable fuppofition 
of Chatterton’ being the author of the qorks afcribed to Rowiey.” 


In the Gentleman’s Magazine for September 
1778, Mr. Catcott writes thus to the Printer, 
and talks rather differently about this znterval 
of time, and its confequence. 


‘¢ LJately received a letter from London, charging me with 
an inconfiftency in my account cf the time in which I fir? 
became acquainted with young Chatterton. In mine of laft 
month, I faid, it commenced the beginning of the year; 1 
now recolleé it was about three weeks, or perbaps a month, 
fubfequent to the publication in Felix Farley’s Briftol Jour- 
nal, dated the 1ft of Oétober, 17638, refpecting the ceremo- 
nies ufed in opening the old bridge; confequently, it could 
not have been *till the latter-end of the year: but, in my «pinion, 
it is matter of little moment as to the precife time in which we 

became 
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beeame acquainted, as it will not adda fingle minute to his 
life, and, of courfe, ‘nor the leaft degree of credibility to the 
Suppofition of bis being ‘the author of the poems attributed to 


Rowiey. 
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So that, fuppofing Catcott to tell truth at 
Jatt, (and his ‘* perhaps a month,” may be per- 
haps two months; and probably *° about three 
weeks, or perhaps a month,” intervened between 
the firff acquaintance, and the communication 
of the poems) Chatterton,: inftead of being a 
lad of 15 when he produced the firft of Row- 
ley’s poems, was, on the 20th of the month 
fubfequent to the publication in Farley’s Jour- 
nal,-16; for he was born in November, 1752 
‘They, at lcaft, who tell us of Chatterton’s 
fhocking impofitions, fhould not themfelves 
impofe upon us about Chatterton. It is plea- 
fant enough that every thing like argument in 
Catcott refts on Rowley’s own evidence of his 
own exiftence. ‘Thefe are Rowley’s poems, 
becaufe Rowley “in a@ MS. of his own writ- 
” produced by Chatterton, fays he depo- 
fited poems in the cheft out of which Chat- 
terton faid he had thefe poems. Thefe poems 
were written three hundred years ago, becaufe 
the ode to Zilla is written in long lines like a 
profe compofition, as was ufual three hun- 
dred years ago, when parchment was fecarce. 

4 (Monthly 
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(Monthly Review, May, 1777.——But if 
Chatterton invented Rowley’s poems, he in- 
vented alfo the other MSS. in which thofe 
poems are mentioned. If Chatterton com- 
pofed the ode to lla, it was furely lefs diffi- 
cult to write it on parchment, in “¢ lines not 
‘© kept diftin&, in the manner of profe,” as 
was ufual in Rowley’s age, than to be the au- 
thor of it! But, fays Mr. Catcott——— 


¢ With refpe& to the antiquity of thefe poems, it needs 
<< only to’be obferved, that Mr. Canynge, the great:friend 
<«‘ and patron of Rowley, died in the year 1474; and by his 
é qpill directed that theje, t getber with a-vaft colletion of other 
6 curitings, Jufficient to fill three or four large chefts, foould 
be depofired in Redclift church, inthe room before mentioned § 
** reguefting that the mayor and «chief -magifirates of the city, 
“* atrended by the towon clerk, together auvith the minifier and 
“| churebwardens of the parifh, would annually infpect the 
‘¢ fame, and fee that every thing was carefully preferved ; 
‘6 ordering, moreover, that 

“An ENTERTAINMENT (Catcott himfelf gives this pat- 
fave in capitals) sHoULD BE PROVIDED FOR THEM ON 
THE DAY WHEN THIS VISITATION SHOULD BE RELDe 
(Monthly Review, May, 4777.) 


If this be fo, it is, to be fure, tolerably 
conclufive. But how ftands the matter, if there 
fhould not be @ fmgle fyllable of truth in the 
whole paffage ?—Every word, except perhaps the 
date of his death, is falfe. Rowley’s name is 


not 
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mot once mentioned in the will. It makes 
juft as much mention of ‘¢ three or four large 
chefts” of Rowley, as of Offian; or of three 
or four large chefts of Catcott’s pewter (War- 
ton’s hiftory of Englifh poetry, vol. 2. 159). 
Whence did Mr, Catcott get this formal ftory ? 
Certainly, either from Chatterton, or from 
fome of C.’s friend Rowley’s MSS. But, 
fays Mr. Catcott (Gentleman’s Magazine, 
Auguft, 1778), it is true that what I told the 
world is zot true—all this is not mentioned in 
Canynge’s will. It is however mentioned ¢¢ in 
** a deed in Mr. Barrett’s hand; and, what is 
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“* more, mention is there made of a particular 
** portion of Mr. Canynge’s eftates fet apart 
cs¢ 


to defray the expences of an entertainment 
“* on that occafion, and the cheft itfelf is moft 
** particularly defcribed.” Catcott adds, ¢< if 
«* C. had feen this deed he could not have read 
“it, it being written in Latin, of which he 
*° was, to my knowledge, totally ignorant.” To 
cut the matter fhort at once, he had better tell 
us that, to bis knowledge, Chatterton did not 
write a fyllable of Rowley; and there would 
be an end of the bufinefs—with thofe at leaft 
who- believe in Catcott’s infallibility. But, 
unluckily, next to Chatterton, Catcott is the 
man leaft to be believed. Whata proper per- 
fon 


ee, 
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fon did Chatterton’s judgment felect to prepare 
Rowley’s path before him, and to make his 
way ftrait! Yet, this is he with whom we 
are told (Monthly Review, May, 77) Mr. 
Hale, the late Lord Lyttelton, Lord Camden, 
Mr. Harris, the Dean of Clogher, and Dr. 
Mills, have all agreed in opinion. [If it be fo, 
is not this the blind leading the * blind? 

But, to return from Catcott? S contradictions. 
How very ftrongly the idea, that a human being 
may accomplifh any thing, had taken pofleffion 
of Chatterton, one of his letters will convince 
you. Hedefires, you will fee, his fifter to im- 
prove herfelf in copying mufic, drawing, and 
every thing which requires genius; as if genius 
were no lefs common to man and woman, than 
@ pair of eyes or a nofe. He gave all his fellow 
creatures credit for what he felt fo plainly 
himfelf. 

When Voltaire tells us, in his hiftory of 


* ll that has hitherto appeared in print on the fubjetof 
Rowley, or of Chatterton, is contained in the Monthly Re- 
views for April, May, and June, 1777 (the Critical gives 
extracts, but no opinion}: in the Gentleman’s Magazines 
for May, June, July, Auguft, and September, 17773 and 
Auguift and September, 1778: in the 2d vol. of Wharton, 
fetion viii, and the additions to pages 148, 153, 156, an d 
164, at the end of the volume: in Mr, Walpole’s letter : 
and, of courfe, in Rowlcy’s poems, and Chatterton’s mif- 


cellanies, 
Charles 


( 


Charles xxii. that, on; fuch a day, he quitted’ 
Stockholm, to which he never returned, we are in= 
terefted enough, even in fuch a-dfavage, to feel 
fomething like concern. In April, 1770, 
Chatterton quitted Briftol (from which place 
he never had before been abfent further than 
he could walk in half a Sunday, and to which 
place he never returned), to try his fortune in 
London.---Hear him now tell his own {tory ; 
and mark how regularly, but how rapidly, his 
method improves. 
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Letter: x, 


Dear. Mother ; London, April.26, 1770. 
Here I am fafe, and in high {fpirits—To give you a 
journal of my tour would not be unneceflary. After riding 
in the bafket to Briflington, I mounted the top of the coach 
and rid eafy ; and agreeably entertained with the converia- 
tion of a quaker in dre/s, but little fo in perfonals-and beha- 
viour, This laughing friend, who is a carver, lamented his 
having fent his tools to i érvetter: as otherwife he would 
have accompanied me toLondon, I left him at Bath; when 
finding it rained pretty faft, I entered an infide paffenger to 
Speenhamland, the half-way ftage, paying feven fhillings : 
“twas lucky I did fo, for it fnowed all night, and on Marl- 
borough downs the fnow was near.a foot high. 

At feven in the morning I breakfafted’at Speenhamland, 
and then mounted the coach-box for the remainder of the 
day, which was a remarkable fine one.—Honeft gee-ho 
complimented me with affuring me, that I fat bolder and 
tighter 
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tighter than any perfon who ever rid with him --Dined at 
Stroud moft luxuriantly, with a young gentleman who had 
flept all the preceding night in the machine; and an old mer- 
cantile genius whofe fchool-boy fon had a great deal of wit, 
as the father thought, in remarking that Windfor was as old 
as our Saviour’s time. 

Got into London about 5 o’clock in the evening---called 
upon Mr. Edmunds, Mr. Fell, Mr. Hamilton and Mr. 
Dodfley. Great encouragemgnt from them ; all approved 
of my defign; fhall foon be fettled. Call upon Mr. 
Lambert, fhew him this, or tell him, if I deferve a recom- 
mendation, he would oblige me to give me one—if I do 
mot, it would be beneath him to take notice of me.*® Seen 

all 


* An anécdote, lefs authentic and lefs ftriking than this, 
in the courfe of a long life, thall confer immortality, and 
affordfubje& for eternal panegyrics. Recolleét the age and 
the fituation of Chatterton at this time.---The editor takes 
the liberty of adding to this note of Mr. H. by obferving 
that, when Mr. Walpole wrote Chatterton word he wanted 
faith about the antient poems he had received, Chatterton 
maintained their _genuinenefs, and demanded to have them 
returned, as they were the property of another gentleman 
---when Mr. W. went to France without returning them, 
the fame fpirit which led him to write thus to his mother, 
led him to demand his poems in a haughtier ftile of Mr, W, 
on his return to England, and to write him word, that 
«¢ he would not have dared to ufe him foill, if he had not ac- 
quainted him with the narrownefs of his circumftances,’* 
This Mr, W, calls © fingularly impertinent.” Let me afk 
what treatment Mr. W. would expe& from an equal to 
whom he fhould tacitly refufe to return fomething which had 
Deen lent? Let me afk again, what elfe could be expected 
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all aunts, coufins---all well---and I amwelcome. ‘Mr. T; 


WwW enfley.i is alive and coming home.---Sifter, grandmother, 
&c, &c, &c. remember---I remain, 


Your dutiful fon, 


T. Chatterton, 


Lette? 2, 


Shoreditch, London, May, 6, 1770, 
Dear Mother, 


I am furprized that no letter has been fent in anfwer to 

laft. Iam fettled, and in fuch a fettlernent ‘as I would 
defire. I get four guineas a morith by one’magazine: fhall 
engage to write a hiftory of England and other pieces, which 
will more than double that fum. Occafional effays for the 
daily papers would more than fupport mé. What a glorious 
profpeét! Mr, Wilkes knew me by my wr itings fince I firft 
correfponded with the bookfellers here, I fhall vifit him 
next week, and by his intereft will enfure Mrs. Ballance 
the Trinity Houfe, He affirmed that-what Mr. Fell had of 
mine could not be the writings of a'youth; and expreffed a 
defire to know the author, By the means of another book- 
feller I fhall be introduced to T'ownfhend and Saw bridge. 
I am quite familiar at the Chapter Coffee-houfe, and: know 
all the geniufes there. A charaéter is now unneceflary ; an 


author 


from the forenefs which always acc companies jopecally, 
when in ie that « confcioufmets of fuperior abilities, 
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author catries his charaéter in his pen, My fitter will jm- 
prove herfelf in drawing. My grandmother is, J hope, ‘well. 
Briftol’s mercenary walls were never deftined to hold me 
there, I was out of my element; now, I am in it—-London ! 
Good God ! how fuperior is London to that defpicable place 
Briftol—here is none of your little meanneffes, none of 
your mercenary fecurities which difgrace that miferable 
hamlet.—Drefs, which is in Briftol an eternal fund of 
{candal, is here only introduced as a fubject of praife; if a 
man dreffes well, he has tafte; if carelefs, he has his own 
reafons for fo doing, and is prudent. Need I remind you 
of the contraft? The poverty of authors is a common ob- 
fervation, but not always a true one. No author can be 
poor who underftands the arts of bookfellers—Without this 
-neceffary knowledge, the greateft genius may ftarvé} and, 
with it, the greateft. dunce live jn fplendor. This know~ 
ledge I have pretty well dipped: into.—The Levant man. of 
war, in which T, Wenfley went out, is-at Portfmouth; but 
no news of him yet. I lodge in one of Mr. Walmfley’s. be 
rooms. Let Mr. Cary copy the letters on the other fide, and 
give them to the perfons for whom they are defigned, if not 
too much labour for him, 


I remain, yours, &c. 


T, Chatterton, 


B.S, Ehave fome trifting prefents for my mother, fitter 
Thorne, &c. 


Sunday morning, 


For Mr. T, Cary, 


T have fent you a tafk. I hope no unpleafine one. Telf 
all your acquaintance for the future to read’the Freeholder’s 


Q2 Magazine, 
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Magazine. When you have any thing for publication, fend 
it to me, and it fhall moft certainly appear in fome periodi- 
cal compilation, Your laft piece was, by the ignorance of 
a corrector, jumbled under the confiderations in the acknow- 
ledgments, But I refcued it, and infifted on its appear- 

‘ ance, ; 
; y Your friend, 
ae. 


Direét for me, to be left at the Chapter Coffee-honfe, 
Paternofter-row, 


Mr. Henry KarTor. 


If you have not forgot Lady Betty, any Complaint, 
Rebus, or Enigma, on the dear charmer, direéted for me, 
to be left at the Chapter Coffee-houfe, Pater-nofter-row~- 
fhall find a place in fome Magazine, or other, as I am en- 
gaged in many, 
Your friend, 
T. Chatterton. 


Mr. Wirzrisam Suit, 


When you have any poetry for publication, fend it to me, 
to be left at the Chapter Coffee-houfe, Pater-nofter-row, 
and it fhall moft certainly appear. 

Your friend, 
: T. C. 


Mrs. BAKER. 
The fooner I fee you the better-efend me as foon as pof- 


A fible Rymfdyk’s Addrefs, 
| i : (Mr. 


(. ry’ 


(Mr, Cary willleave this at Mr, Flower’s, Small-‘treet)’ 


Mr. MAson, 


Give me a fhort profe defcription of the fituation of 
Nafheeand the poetic addition fhall appear in fome maga= 
zine. Send me alfo whatever you'would have publithed, 
ahd dire& for me, to be left’ at the Chapter Coffee-houfe, 
Pater-nofter. rows ee 

Your friend, 
T. Chatterton, 


Mr..Mar,. MEASEe: 


Begging Mr. Meafe’s pardon for making public ule of 
his name lately I hope he will remember me, and telb 


all his acquaintance to read the Freeholder’s Magazine for 
the future, 


«Chatterton, 4 


CES 5) Pctcad pies 


Mr. Thaire Mr. Rudhall Mr. Ward 

Mr, Gafter Mr. Thomas Mr. Kalo q 
Mr. A. Broughton Mr. Carty Mr. Smith, &¢. &c, 4 
Mr. J. Broughton Mr. Hanmor 
Mr. Wiliams Mr. Vaughan 


toread the Frecholder’s Magazine, 


Q 3 Letter 


wna 
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K'ng’s Bench, for. the prefent, May 34, 1770 


Dear Madam, 


Don't befurprized at the name of the place... Iam not 
here as a prifoner. Matters go on fwimmingly: Mr. Fell 
having offended: certain.perfons, they have fet his creditors 
upon him, and he is fafe in the King’s Bench. I have 
been bettered by this accident: His fucceffors in the Free- 
holder's Magazine, knowing nothing of the matter, will be 
glad to engage me, on my own terms. Mr. Edmunds ha 


and thrown into Newgate. His misfortunes will be 
me of ho jittle fervice. Laft week being in the pit. of 
Brae a Theatre, I contraéted an immediate acquaint. 
a (whick you know is no hard tafk to meé) with-a young 
ger tleman in Cheapfide; partner in a mufic fhop, the 


sreateftin the city. Hearing I could write, he defired’me 
to write a few fongs for him: this I did the fame night, and 
canveyed them to him the next morning. Thefe he thowed 
to a doctor in mufic, and I am invited to treat with this 

doctor, on the footing of a compofer, for Ranelagh and the 
acid Bravo, bey lan up we go ieee the advan- 


+ 


tage of vifiting thefe expenfive and polite places, gratis 3 


mm 


ny vanity wilh be fed with the fight of my name in cOpper- 
plate, and my fifter will receive a bundle of printed fongs, 
the words by her brother. Thefe are not all my acquifi- 
tions: a gentleman who knows me at the Chapter, as an 
author, would have introduced me as. a companion to the 


young Duke of Northumberland, in his. intended gencral 


tour, But, alas! I {peak no tongue but my own |e. But 


3 te 
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to return once more to a; place I am fickened to write of, 


Briftol, Though, as an apprentice, none had «greater li- 
berties, yet the thoughts of fervitude killed me: now fT 
have that for my labour, I always reckoned the firft of my 


pleafures, and have ftill, my liberty.. As to the clearance, 


Jam ever ready to give it but really I underftand fo little 
of the law, that I believe Mr. Lambert muft draw jt 


~o 


Mrs, L. brought what you mention. Mrs. Hughes is as 


well as age -will permit her to be,” and my cowfin doés very” 


well, 


I will get fome patterns. worth your acceptance; and with: 
you and my fafter would improve yourfelves in drawing, as 
it is here a valuable and never failing acquifition,—- My 
box fhall be attended to; I hope my books are in itmif 
“not, fend them; and particularly * Catcott’s Hutchinfo- 
nian jargon on the Deluge, and the M.S. Gloffary, com- 
pofed of one fmall book, annexed to a larger ——My fifter 
will remember ‘me to Mifs Sandford. I have not quite 
forgot her; though there are fo many pretty milleners, &c, 
that I have almoft forgot myfelf.—— Carty will think on 
me: upon enquiry, I find his: trade dwindled into nothing 
here. A man may very nobly ftarve by it, but he muft 
have luck indeed, who can live by it. Mifs-Rumfey, if 
fhe comes. to London, would do well, as an old acquaint. 
ance, to fend me her addrefs. London is not Brito}. 
We may p3trole the town fora day, without raifing one 
whifper, or nod of fcandal: if the refufes, the curfe of all 
antiquated virgins light on her: may fhe be refufed, vthen 
fhe fhalk requeft. Mifs Rumfey will tell Mits Baker, and 
Mifs Baker will tell Mifs Porter, that Mifs Porter’s favoured’ 
humble fervant, though but a young man, is a very old 
lover; and in the eight and fiftieth year of his age: but 
that, as Lappet fays, is the flower of a man’s days.:: and 
when a lady can’t get a young hufband, the mutt put up 
with an old bedfellow, Ileft Mifs Singer, Iam forry to fay, 


ity, 


% The pewterer’s brother, a clergyman in Briftol,. 


“Nests 
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it; in a very bad way ; that is, in away to be married) 
But mum—Afk Mifs Sukey Webb the reft; if fhe knows, 
he'll tell ye.——I beg her pardon for revealing the fécret, 
but when the knot is faftened, fhe fhall know how I came 
by its Mifs Thatcher may depend upon. it, that, if T am 
not in love with her, I am in love with nobody elfe: I hope 
the is well; and if that whining, fighing, dying pulpit-fop, 
Lewis, has not finifhed his languifhing leftures, I hope-fhe 
will fee her amorofo next Sunday.—If Mifs Love has! no 
objection to having a crambo fong on her name publifhed, 


it fhall be done,—Begging pardon of Mifs Cotton for what- 
ever has happened to offend her, I can affure her it has hap- 
pened without my.confent. I did not give her this affurance 
when in Briftol, left it fhould feem like an attempt to avoid 
the anger of her furious brother*. Enquire when you'can, 
how Mifs Broughton received jer billet. « Let-my fatter fend 
me a journal of allthe tranfactions of the females within the 
circle of your acquaintance.” Let Mifs Watkins know, that: 
the letter fhe made herfelf ridiculous by, was mever intended 
for her; but another young lady im the neighbourhood, of 
the fame name. I promifed, before my departure, to write 
tofome hundreds, I believe; but, what with writing for pub- 
lications, and going to places of public divérfion, which is 
as abfolutely neceflary to me as food, I find but <ittle time to 
write toyou. As to > Mr. Barrett, Mr. Catcott, Mr. Bur- 


* Excufe my impertinence in pointing out to you this un- 
affected trait of courage. 


+ Yet are we continually peftered with the obligations of 
the literary world to Mr. Barrett. And. every publicatioa 
which {peaks of Chatterton, even Mr, Warton’s quarto hif- 
tory, 
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rum, &c. &c. they rate literary lumber fo low, that I believe 

an author, in their eftimation, muft be. poor indeed! But 

fiere matters are otherwife; had Rowley been a Londoner, 

inftead of a Briftowyan, I could have lived by copying his 

works.—In my humble opinion, Iam under very few obli- 

gations to any perfons in Briftol; one, indeed, has obliged 

me, but, as moft do, ina manner which makes his obligation 

no obligation. t—My- youthful acquaintances will not take 

it in dudgeon that F do not write oftener to them, than I 

“believe I fhall: but as had the happy art of pleafing in con- 
verfation, my company was often liked, where I did not 

like: and to continue a correfpondence under fuch circum- 

ftances, would be ridiculous. Let my fifter improve in co- 

pying mufic, drawing, and every thing which requires ge- 

_nius: in Briftol’s mercantile ftyle thofe things may be ufe- 
lefs, if not a detriment to her; but here they are highly 
profitable. Inform Mr. Rhife that nothing fhall be 
wanting un my part, in the bufinefs he was fo kind as to 
employ 


tory, is made a hand-bill to advertize the public that Mr. B. 
“© is engaged in writing the antiquities of Briftol.”—Nay, 
in the preface to Rowley’s poem$, printed by Payne, though 
the very paffage to which this note refers is inferted, p, ixe 
but wisbout the names; we are told afterwards, p. xi. that 
this Lw rater of literary lumber << intends to publifh in his 
** hiftory of Briftol, which the editor has the fatisfation to 
‘© inform the public is very far advanced, a difcourfe on 
8‘ Briflowe, with fuch remarks as he of all men living is bef 
6 gualified to make.” And we are told before (p. vi.) that to 
s© the very laudable xeal of Mr. Catcott” (another of thefe 
low raters of literary lumber) ‘ the public is indebted for 
66 the moft confiderable part of the following collection.” 
seweePrecious dictators thefe of public gratitude! 


t And will any one fill talk of the very laudable zeal of 
any Briftol gentleman ? 
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employ me in; thould be glad of a line from him to know 
whether he would engage in the marine department; or 
fpend the reft of his days, fafe, on dry ground.——-Intendéed 
waiting on the Duke of Bedford, relative to the Trinity 
Houfe; but his Grace is dangeroufly ill, My grandmother, 
i hope, enjoys the ftate of health I left her ins I am-Mifs 
Webb’s humble feryant. Thorne fhall not be forgot, when. 
J remit the fmall trifies.to you, Notwithftanding Mrs, L,’s 
not being able'to inform me of Mr, Garfed’s addrefs, thro’ 
the clofenefs of the pious Mr. Ewer, I luckily fiumbled 
upon it this morning, 


ZJ remain, &c, &e. &e. &e, 


Thomas Chattetton, 


Monday evening, 


(Dire for me, at Mr. Walmfley’s, at Shoreditchemonly,} 


Letter 4, 
Tom's Coffee-houfe, London, May 30, T9770. 
Dear Sifter, 


There is fuch avnoife of bufinefs and politicks, in the 
room, that my inaccuracy in writing here, is highly excufa- 
ble. My prefent profeffion obliges me to frequent places of 
the beft refort. To begin with, what every female conver{a.~ 
tion begins with, drefs. I employ my money now in fitting 
myfelf fafhionably, and getting into good companys” this 
kaft article always brings me in intereft. But I have-en- 
gaged to live with a gentleman, the brother of a Lord (a 
Scotch, 
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Scotch one indeed) who is going to advanice.pretty deeply 
into the bookfelling branches: I fhall have lodging and 
boarding genteel and elegant, gratis: this article in the 
quarter of the town he lives, witlf worfe’ accommoda- 
tions, would be sol. per annum. I fhall. have, likewife, no 
inconfiderable premium: and affure yourfelf every mont! 
fhall end to your advantage: I will fend you two filks this 
fummer ; and expect, in anfwer to-this,: what colours you 
prefer. My mether fhall not be forgotten. My employ- 
ment will be writing a voluminous hiftory of London, to 
appear in numbers the beginning of the next winter: as this 
will not, like writing political eflays, oblige me to go to the 
Coffee-houfe ; I fhall be able to ferve you the more by it, 
But it will neceflitate me to go to Oxford, Cambridge, 
Lincoln, Coventry, and every. Collegiate Church near; nos 
at all difagreeable journeys, and not to me expenfive. The 
Manufcript Gloflary, I mentioned in my laft, muft not be 
omitted. If money flowed as faft upon me as honours, I 
would give you a portion of soool.. You have, doubtlefs, 
heard of the Lord Mayor’s remonftrating and addreffing 
the King: but it will be a piece of news, to inform you 
that I have been with the Lord Mayor on the occa- 
- fion. Having addreffed an effay to his Lordthip, it was 
very well received ; perhaps better than it deferved ; and 
I waited on his Lordfhip, to have his approbation, to ad- 
drefs a fecond letter to-him, on the fubjeé of the remon- 
Tirance, and its receptien.. His Lordfhip received me as 
politely as a citizen could; and warmly invited me to call 
on him again. The reitis a fecret But the devil of 
the matter is, there’s no money to be got of this fide the 
queition. Intereft is of the other fide. But he is a poor 
author, who cannot write on both fides. I believe I 
may be introduced (and, if I am not, I’ll introduce mye 
felf) toa ruling power in the court party. I might have 
# recommendation to Sir George Colebrook, an Eaft India 


direétor, 


weston 
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direftor, as qualified for an office no ways defpicable ; but 
I thall not takea ftep to the fea, whilft I can continue on 
land. I went yefterday to Woolwich, to fee Mr, Wenfley ; 
he is paid to-day. The artillery is no unpleafing fight, if 
we bar refeétion, and do not confider how much. mifchief 
ijt may do. Greenwich Hofpital, and St. Paul’s Cathedral, 
are the only ftru€tures which could reconcile me to any 
thing out of the Gothic.* Mr, Carty will hear from me 
foon: multiplicity of literary bufinefs muft be my excufe,— 
I condole with him, and my dear Mifs Sandford, in the 
misfortune of Mrs, Carty: my phyfical advice is, to leach 
her temples plentifully: keep her very low in diet: as 
much in the dark as poffible. Nor is this laft prefcription 
the whim of an old woman: whatever hurts the eyes, af- 
feéts the brain: and the particles of light, when the fun is 
in the fummer figns, are highly prejudicial to the eyes 5 
and itis from this fympathetic effe&t, that the head ach is 
general in fummer. But, above all, talk to her but little, 
and nevercontradié& her in any thing: This may be of fer- 
vice. I hopeit will, Dida paragraph appear in your pa- 
per of Saturday laft, mentioning the inhabitants of Lon- 
don’s having opened another view of St. Paul’s; and ade 
vifing the corporation, or veftry of Redclift, to procure a 
more compleat view of Redclift church? My compliments 
to Mifs Thatcher: if Iam in love, Iam ; tho’ the devil take 
me, if I can tell with whom it is. I believe [ may addrefs 


her in the words of Scripture, which no-doubt fhe reveres > 
if you had not plowed with my heifer (or bu lock rather), 
you had not found out my riddle. Humbly thanking Mifs 
Rumfey, for her complimentary expreffion, I cannot think 

it 


* Is this a letter of Chatterton or R.epley ? 
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it fatisfattory. Does fhe, or does fhe not, intend coming to 
London? Mrs. O’Coffin has not yet got a place; but there 
is not the leaft doubt but the will in a little time. 

Effay-wiiting has this advantage, you are fure of eanftant 
pay; and when you have once wrote a piece, which makes 
the author enquired after, you may bring the bookfeHers to 
ycur own terms. Effays on the patriotic fide, fetchno more 
than what the copy is fold for. As the patriots themfelves 
are fearching for a place, they have no gratuities to fpare. 
So fays one of the beggars, in a temporary alteration of mine, 
in the Jovial Crew. 


A patriot was my oceupation, 
It got me a name, but no pelf: 
Till, ftarv’d for the good of the nation, 
J begg’d for the good of myfelf. 
Fal, lal, &c. 


I told-them, if ’twas not for me, 
Their freedoms would all go to pot3 
I promis’d to fet them all free, 
But newer a farthing I got, 
Fal, lal, &c, 


--On the other hand, unpopular effays will not even be 
~accepted : and you muft pay to have them printed, but then 
you feldom lofe by it.—Courtiers are fo fenfible of their de 
ficiency in merit, that they generally reward all who know 
how to daub them with an appearance of it. To return to 
private affairseeFriend Slude may depend upon my en- 
deavouring to find the publications you mention. They 
publifh the Gofpel Magazine here. For a whim I write in 
its I believe there are not any fent to Briftol; they are 
R hardly 
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hardly worth the carriage: Methodiftical, and un eanings 
With the ufual ceremonies to my mother, and grandmother 
and fincerely, without ceremony, withing them both happy 
when it is in my power to make them fo, they fhall be fo; 
and with my kind remembrance to Mifs Webb, and Mifs 
Thorne, I remain, as I ever was, 


we we 


Yours, &c. to the end of tlie chapter, 


Thomas Chatterton, 


P,. S. I am this. minute pierced through the heart, by the 
black eye of a young lady, driving along in a Hackney coach, 
——————I am quite in loye: if my love lafts till that time, 


{} 


you fhali hear of it in my next. 


Letter 5. 


June 39, 1770 


4 


I have an horrid cold The relation of the manner of 


my catching it may give you more pleafure than the circum- 
fiance itfelf.-As Iwrote very late Sunday night (or rather 
very early Monday morning), I thought to have gone to bed 
pretty foon laft night : when being half undreffed, I heard a 
very doleful voice, finging Mifs Hills favorite bedlamite 
jong: the hum-drum of the voice fo ftruck me, that tho’ I 
was obliged to liften a long while, before I could hear the 
words, I found the fimilitude in the fownd. After hearing 
her with pleafure drawl for above half an hour, the jumped 
into a brifker tune, and hobbled out the ever-famous fong, in 
which poor Jack Fowler was to have been fatyrized. | 
<< put my hand.into a bufh: I prick’d my finger to the 
«¢ bone: I faw a fhip failing along: Pthought the fweetett 
| “© flowers 
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% flowers to find:’’ and other pretty flowery expreffions, 
were twanged with no inharmonious bray. I now rart 
to the window, and threw up the fafh; refolved to be fatis- 


fied, whether or no it was the identical Mifs Hill, in pro- 


ria perfona.-But, alas! it was a perfon whofe twang is 
very well known, when fhe is awake, but who had drank fo 
much royal bob (the gingerbread baker for that, you know) 
that fhe was now finging herfelf afleep ; this fomnifying li- 
quor had made her voice fo like the fweet echo of Mifs 
Hill’s, that if I had not confidered that fhe could not fee her 
way up to London, I fhould abfolutely have imagined it 
her’s There was a fellow and a girl inone corner, more 
bufy in attending to their own affairs, than the melody. 


This part of the letter, for fome lines, is not 
begible. 


» « + «© « . the morning) from Marybone gardens ; 
I faw the fellow in the cage at the watch-houfe, in the parifh 
of St. Giles’s; and’ the nymph is an inhabitant of one of 
Cupid’s inns of Court..There was one fimilitude it would 
be injuftice to let flip. A drunken £fhman, who fells foufe 
_ mackarel, .and other deliciows dainties, to the eternal detri- 
ment of ail twopenny ordinaries; as h's beft commodity, his 
falmon, goes off at three half-pence the piece: this itinerant 
merchant, this moveable fifh-itall, having likewife had his 
dofée of beb-reyal, flood ftill for a while; and then joined 
chorus in a tone, which would have laid half a dozen lawe. 
yers, pleading for their fees, faft afleep: this naturally 
minded me of Mr, Haythorne’s fong of 


re 
eh dhaad 


s¢ Says Plato, who oy oy oy fhould man be vain ?”? 


However, my:entertainment,. though fweet enough in itfelf, 
has adith of four fauce ferved up in it, for I have a mof hore 
sible weezing in the throat: but I don’t repent that I have 


LS. 


heating 
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this cold; for there are fo many noftrums here, that "tid 
> y > 


worth a man’s while to get a diftemper ; he can be cured 4 


¢heap 
June zoth, 1770. 
z . a ; , 
My cold is over and gone. If the above did not recall to 
yeur mind fome fcenes of laughter, you have loft your ideas 
of nfibility 
Letter 6 


| = { 
Dear Mother— 


{fend you in the box-— 
Six cups and faucers, with two bafons, for my fitter. If 
a Ch pot and cream-pot is, in your opinion, necef- 
fary, I will fend them; but I am informed they are unfa- 
and that the red China, which you. are provided 


with, is more in ufe. 

A cargo of patterns for yourfelf, with a fnuff-box, right 
French, and very curious in my opinion. 

Two fanceethe filver one is more grave than the other, 
which would fuit my fifter beft. But thatI leave to you 
both. 

Some Britith-herb fnuff in the box: be careful how yeu 
open it. (This I omit, left it injure the other matters.) 
Some Britifh-herb tobacco for my grandmother, with a 
pipe. Some trifles for Thorne. Be affured whenever I 
have the power, my will won’t be wanting to teftify, thatI 
remember you. 

Yours, 
T. Chatterton, 


July 8, 31770. 
N.B. I fhall foreftall your intended journey, and pop 


down upon you at Chriftmas, 
I could: 
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Ycould have wifhed you had fent my red pocket-book, 


as “tis very material, 


I bought two very curious twifted pipes, * for my grand-- 


mother; but, both breaking, I was afraid to buy others, left 
they fhould break in the box, and, being loofe, injure the 
China, Have you heard any thing further of the clearance? 


Direct for me, at. Mrs, Angel’s, fack-maker,. Brook-{treet,. 


Holborn, 


* Tt has been the frequegt complaint: of poets, that their 
eyes, “in a fine frenzy rolling, glancing from heaven to earths 
*< from earth to heaven,”? mut be fometimes fixed on 
worldly matters ; muft now and then fubmit to fettie an 


account, or to caft up a wafherwoman’s. bill. What thall. 


we fay of this unprincipled, profligate boy, who could pafs fo 
regularly from the beauties of the head, to the beauties of 
the heart; from the mufe of fire, to the domettic deity ; 
from the chorus to Godwin or 4Ella, to a tea-pot for his mo- 
ther and a.tobacco-pipe for his grandmother? Pfalmanazar, 
with all his methodifm, does not even pretend to have ever 
enquired after his parents ; though. he might, without.dan- 
ger of difcovery, have relieved their neceffities, C.’s affec- 
tion more than kept pace with his vi lainy (that’s the. cha- 
ritable word, I think), Nor does he ever mention a. new 
profpe&, without accompanying it with anew promife of 
what his mother and fitter might expect from it. Who can 
read thefe letters without refie&ing that this profligate and 
unprincipled villain might have wreftled a little longer with, 
might, perhaps, have conquered, want and hunger, had h 
fent fewer unneceffary prefents to his mother, fifter, an, 
grandmother! 


s 
a 
& 
3 


A LS EE OO I a 


186 } 


Letter 7. 


Dear Sifter, 


I have fent you fome china, anda fan. You have your 
choice of two. Jam furprized that you chofe purple and 
gold; I went into the fhop to buy it; but it is the moft 
difagreeable colour I ever faw; dead, lifelefs, and inele- 
gant. Purple and pink, or lemon and pink, are more gen- 
teel and lively. Your anfwer in this affair will oblige me.. 
Be affured, that I fhall ever make your wants, my wants: 

firetch to the utmoft to ferve you. Remember me to 
Mifs Sanford, Mifs Rumfey, Mifs Singer, &c. &C. &L. 

As to the fongs, I have waited: this week for them, an¢ 
have not had time to copy one perfedtly ; when the feafon’s 
will have ‘em all in print. I had pieces laft 


aust 
ana 


ever, you 
month in the following Magazines: 
Gofpel Magazine, 
Town and Country, viz. 
Maria Friendlefs. 
Fatfe Step. 
Hunter of Oddities. 
To Mifs Bufh, &c. 


Court and City. London. Political Regifter, &c, &¢. 


The Chriftian Magazine, as they are not to be had per- 
I remain, 


feet, are not worth buying 


alts 


Your's, 
JT, Chatterton. 


July 24; 17706 


Letter 8. 


LPN 
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Letter 8, 


Iam now about an Oratorio, which when finifhed will 
purchafe you a gown. You may be certain of feeing me 
before the 1ft of January, 1771-——The clearance is imma- 
terial.—-My mother may expect more patterns,—-Almoft all 
the next Town and Country Magazine is mine, I have an 
univerfal acquaintance: my company is courted every 
where; and, could I humble myfelf, to go into a compters 
could have had twenty places before now; but muft be 
among the great: State matters fuit me better than com- 
mercial. The ladies are not out of my acquaintance, I 
have adeal of bufinefs now, and myft therefore bid you 
adieu. You will havea longer letter from me foonm--and 
more to. the purpofe. * 

Your’s, 
TGe 


20th July, 1770 


® The publick may be affured of the authenticity of thefe 
letters, and of every thing which is related of this boy, 
All the originals of his letters here printed, except the origi- 
nal of this Ja, are in the poffeffion of his mother, or fifter, 
who, I believe, are ftill living in Briftol, and keep little day- 
fchools. The original of this (they received no moré———= 
he died on the 24th of the next month), ‘his mother fuffered 
to be retained as acuriofity. “That, and the original letter 
from his fifter,. dated September 22, 1778, are depofited in 
the hands of Mr, Kearfly. f 


¢ The publither of this volumes. 


( 


During the period in which thefe letters 
Were written, C. produced many of the things 
printed in the volume of his Mifcellanies. One 
paflage I will be at the trouble of copying, be- 
caufe it fhows the acutenefs of his menta] fight, 
which could plainly diftinguifh each varying 
ray of excellence, and fee blots even in the 
fun from which his genius {prung, and which 
it worfhipped. : 


188 ) 


J 


“ But, alas! happinefs is of fhort duration ; or, to fpeak 
in the language of the high-founding Offian,’ Behold ! thou 
art happy; but foon, ah! foon, wilt thou be miferable. 
Thou art as eafy and tranquil as the face of the green-mane« 
tled puddle; but foon, ah! foon, wilt thou be tumbled 
and toffed by misfortunes, like the ftream of the water-mill. 
Thou art beautiful as the Cathedral of Canterbury ; but 
foon wilt thou be deformed like Chinefe palace-paling. So 
the fun rifing in the Eaft, gilds the borders of the black 
mountains, and laces with his golden rays the dark-brown 
heath. The hind leaps over the flowery lawn, and the ree- 
ky bull rolls in the bubbling brook.’ The wild boar makes 
ready his armour of defence. he inhabitants of the rock 
dance, and all nature joins in the fong. But fee! riding on 
the wings of the wind, the black clouds fly. The noify 
thunders roar ; the rapid lightnings gleam ; the rainy tor. 
rents pour; and the dripping fwain flies over the mountains, 
fwift as Bickeritaff, the fon of fong, when the monfter 
Bumbailiano, keeper of the dark and black cave, purfued 
him over the hills of death, and the green meadows of dark 
men, 


O, Offian! immortal genius! what an invocation 
could I make now ! But I fhall leave it to the abler pen of 
Mr, 
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Mr. Duff+, and {pin out the thread of my own adventures,” 
Town and Country. Magazine, July 1779, Pp. 375+ 
Of courfe I have been a little curious after 
the fhort part of his life which he fpent in town. 
By his letters you fee he lodged firft in Shore- 
ditch; afterwards (when his employments made 
it neceflary for him to frequent public places, 
I fuppofe) in Brook-ftreet, Holborn. The 
man and woman where he firft lodged are ftill 
living in the fame houfe. He is a plaifterer. 
They and their nephew, and niece (the latter 
about as old as C. would be now, the former 
three years younger); and Mrs. Ballance, who 
lodged inthe houfe, and defired them to let C. 
(her relation) lodge there alfo, have been feen. 
The little colle&ed from them you fhall have 
in their own words. But the life he led did 
not afford them many opportunities to obferve 
him, could they have imagined that fuch a be- 
ing was under the fame roof with them, or 
that they would be afked for their obfervations 
upon him, after an, interval of fo many years. 
Mrs. Ballance fays he was as proud as Lucifer. 
He very foon quarrelled with her for calling 
him *‘ Coufin Tommy,” and afked her if fhe 
ever heard of a poet’s. being called Tommy: 
But 
+ This alludes, I conclude, to “ Critical obfervations”’ by 
W. Duff, A. M. 8vo, 5s. Becket—publifhed in June 1770. 
Mr. D. admits but three original geniufes in poetry, Hamer, 
. Offian, and Shakefpeare—-Would not Chatterton complete 
the triumvirate better than Offian ? 
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But fhe affured him fhe knew nothing of poets, 
and only wifhed he would not fet up fora gen~ 
tleman. Upon her recommending it to him to 
get into fome office, when he had been in town 
two or three weeks, he ftormed about the room 
like a madman, and frightened her not a little, 
by telling her, he hoped, with the bleffing of 
God, very foon, to be fent prifoner to the 
‘Tower, which would make his fortune. He 
would often look ftedfaftly in a perfon’s face, 
without fpeaking, or feeming to fee the per- 
fon, for a quarter of an hour or more, till it 
was quite frightfel ; during all which time 


‘(fhe fuppofes, from what fhe has fince heard), 
‘his thoughts were gone about fomething:elfe. 


When Beckford died, he was perfectly frantic, 
and out of his mind; and faid he was ruined. 
He frequently faid he fhould fettle the nation 
beforehe had done ; but how could the think hér 
poor coufin Tommy was fo great aman as fhe 
now finds he was? His mother fhould’have 
written word of his greatnefs, and then, to be 
fure, fhe would have humoured the gentleman 
accordingly, Mr. Walmfley faw nothing of 
him, but that there was fomething manly and 
pleafing about him, and. that he did not diflike 
the wenches.---Mrs. W.’s account is, that fhe 
never faw any harm of him----that he never 
muiflified her ; but.was always very civil, when- 
ever 
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er they met in the houfe by accident----that 
he would never fuffer the room, in which he 
ufed to read and write, to be'fwept, becaufe, 
he faid, poets hated brooms--«that fhe told him 
fhe did not know any thing poet folks were good 
for, but to fit in a dirty cap and gown ina 
garret, and at laft to be ftarved---that, during 
the nine weeks he was at her houfe, he never 
ftaid out after the family hours, except once, 
when he did not come home all night, and had 
been, fhe heard, poeting a fong about the ftreets. 
----This night, Mrs. ‘BaIBAKE fays, fhe knows 
he lodged at a relation’s, becaufe Mr. W.’s 
houfe was fhut up when he came home. 

The niece fays, for her part, fhe always took 
him more for a mad boy than any thing elfe, he 
would have fuck flights and Pe cere ak that. but 

for his face, and het kno wledge of his age, fhe 
- fhould never have thought Hin’ a boy, he was fo 
manly, and fo much bimfelf---that no women 
came after him, nor did fhe know of any con- 
nexion; but ftill, that he was a fad rake, and 
en aHy fond of eres) and would fometimes 
be faucy to her---that he ate what he chofe to 
have with his relation (Mrs. B.) who lodged in 
the houfe, but he never touched meat, and 
drank only water, and feemed to live on the 
aur.---Did not I fend you fome beautiful French 
lines 


eS ar ne Ree 
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faft year from Ireland? Chatterton’s mufe had 
the fame effect as Robin’s miftrefs--- 

Plus qu’un Hermite il fait maifgres repas. 

The niece adds that he was good tempered, 
and agreeable, and obliging, but fadly proud 
and haughty; nothing was too good for him, 
nor was any thing to be too good for his 
grandmother, mother and fifter, hereafter---- 
that he had fuch a proud fpirit as to fend the 
china, &cc. (mentioned in his laft letter but 
two) to his grandmother, &c. at a time when 
fhe (the niece) knew he was almoft in want--- 
that he ufed to fit up almoft all night, reading 
and writing; and that her brother faid he was 
afraid to lie with him; for, to be fure, he was 
a fpirit, and never flept; for he never came to 
bed ’till it was morning, and then, for what 
he faw, never clofed his eyes. 

The nephew (C.’s bedfellow, during the 
firft fix weeks he lodged there) fays, that, 
notwithftanding his pride and haughtinefs, it 
was impoffible to help liking him---that he 
lived chiefly upon a bit of bread, or a tart, and 
fome water: but he once or twice faw him 
takea fheep’s tongue out of his pocket---thatC. 
to his knowledge, never flept while they lay toge- 
ther; that he never came to bed ’till very late, 
fometimes three or four o’clock, and was always 
awake 
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awake when he (the nephew) waked; and got 
up at the fame time, about five or fix-~-that ale 
moft every morning the floor was covered with 
pieces of paper not fo big as fixpences, into 
which he had torn what he had been writing 
before hecame to bed. In fhort, they all agree 
that no one would have taken him, from his be- 
haviour, &c. to have beena poor boy of 17, and 
a fexton’s fon-+sthey never faw fuch another 
perfon before nor fince---he appeared to have 
fomething wonderful about him. They fay, he 
gave noreafon for quitting their houfe, They 
found the floor of his room covered with little 
pieces of paper, the remains of his pactings, as 
they term it. 


And yet poor Edwin was novulgar boy 5 

Deep thought oft feem’d to fix his infant eye. 

Dainties he heeded not, nor gaude, nor toy, 

Save one fhort pipe of rudeft minftrelfy. 

Silent, when glad ; affeétionate, though fhy.: 

And now his look was moft demurely fad ; 

And now he laugh’d aloud, yet none knew why. 

The neighbours ftared and figh’d, yet blefs’d the lad: 
Some deem’ d him wondrous wife, and fome belicu’d him mads 


Mrs. Angel, to whofe houfe he removed from 
Shoreditch, I have in vain endeavoured repeat- 
edly to find out. A perfon in diftreffed circum- 

ftances, as I underftand ‘her to be, is flow to 
8 believe 
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believe that an inquiry after her hiding place, 
is only fet on foot by the curiofity of honeft 
enthufiafm. Little verfed in the hiftory of 
mankind, fhe cannot imagine how any one can 
be curious or concerned abouta perfon, fo many 
years after his death, for whom in his life-time 
no one cared a farthing. Every ftranger is to 
her imagination a bailiff in difguife. In every 
hafty tread fhe hears ‘¢ the monfter Bumbailia- 
“* no, keeper of the dark and black cave.’?--- 
Poor hunted animal ! If thou wert kind to Chat- 
terton; if, by thy charitable means, his young 
hairs were brought down with fomewhat lefs of 
forrow to the grave, never may the moniter lay 
his cruel paw upon thy fhoulder ! 

Could Mrs. Angel be found, much might not 
be learnt from her fhort knowledge of C. for he 
remained nine weeks in Shoreditch---at leaft, 
not much more, perhaps, than has been gotten 
from Mrs. Walmfley and her family----Mrs. 
Wolfe, a barber’s wife, within a few doors of 
the houfe in which Mrs. Angel lived, remem- 
bers him, and remembers his death. She {pedis 
alfo of his proud and haughty fpirit, and adds, 


that he appeared both to her-dnd Mrs..A. as if 


he was born for fomething great. Mrs. A. told 
her, after his death, that, as fhe knew he had 
notcaten any thing for twooorithree days, fhe 
begged 
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begged he would take fome dinner with her on 
the 24th of Auguft; but he was offended at 
her expreffions, which feemed to hint he was 
in want, and affured her he was not hungry. 


The farft Book of Beattie’s beautiful AZn- 
firel appeared in 1771. While he was em- i 
ployed in painting an ideal Edwin; Briftol, 
without knowing it, poffeffed the original. \§ 
Edwin was certainly the child of Percy’s 
‘* Reliques of antient Englith Poetry :” per- 
haps Chatterton is defcended from the fame 
parents. We too may lament, with Beattie, 
over our Adin/erel--- 


Ah! who can tell how hard it is to climb 
The fteep where Fame’s proud temple fhines afar ! 
Ah, who can tell how many a foul fublime 
Hath felt the influence of malignant ftar, 
And waged with fortune an eternal war! 
Check’d by the fcoff of pride, andenvy’s frown, 
And poverty’s unconguerable bar, 
In life’s low vale remote hath pin’d alone, 
Zhen dropt into the grave, unpitied and unknown ! 


Such was the fhort and incredible life of 
‘FPhomas Chatterton. Over his death, for the 
- fake of the world (he is out of the reach of our 
3 2 pity 
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pity or concer! “ef I would willingly draw a veil. 
But this muft not be.. They who arein a con- 
dition to noobie merit, and they who feel a 
conf{cioufnefs of merit which is not patronized, 
s from the cata~ 


nay form their own refolutions 
trophe of his tale ;--thofe, to lofe no opportu- 


n 
{ ¢ 
nity. of befriending. genius; thefe,, to feize 
every Opportunity of befriending themfelves ; 
and, upon no account, to harbour the .moft 
diftant idea of quitting the world, however it 
may be unworthy of them, left defpondency 
ould at laft deceive them into. fo unpardona- 
ble a ftep. Chatterton, as appears by the Co- 
roner’s Inqueft, fwallowed arfenick, in water, 
on the 24th of Auguft; 1770; and died, in 
confequence thereof, the next day. He was 
buried in a fhell, in the burying-ground of 
Shoe-lane work-houfe. His taking fuch a 
rafh and unjuftifiable ftep, is almoft as ftrange, 
as his fathering his poems upon Rowley. "That 
he fhould have been driven to it by abfolute want, 
though I don’t fay it was not fo, is not very 
po fible ; fince he never indulged himfelf in 
meat, and drank nothing but water*. The Co- 
roner 

™* In the Preface to Rowley’ s Poems, p. x. Wwe are told 
«¢ he was reduced to real indigence, from which he. was 
“ relieved by death, in what manner is not certainly 
t¢ known.™ 
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roner has no minutes, of the ‘melancholy. bufi- 
nefs, and is unable to call any of the circum- 
{tances, at this diftance of time, to his memory. 
The witnefles before the Inqueft, as appears 
by his memorandum, were Frederick Angell, 
Mary Fofter, William Hamfley : none of whom 
[ have been able to find out... That his defpair 
fhould fix on Auguft, that it fhould not have 
ftaid, at leaft, till the gloomier months of win- 
ter, muft furprize thofe who are fenfible of the 
influence of fuch a climate as ours. Recol- 
leéting what Mrs. Newton fays of the effec 
the moon had upon her brother, I fearched for 
the moon’s changes in Auguft, 1770. Much 
cannot be prefumed from them. The moon 
was at the full on the 6th, and in the laft quar- 
ter the 14th. The 2oth, at 11 at night, there 
was a new moon. The fatal day was the 24th. 
---But who can bear to dwell upon, or argue 
about, the felf-deftruction. of fuch a being as 
Chatterton ? ‘he motives for every thing he 

did are paft finding out. 
His room, when it was broke open, after 
his death, was found, like the room he quitted 
at 


«© known.” Now, the manner is. certainly-known; the 
caufe (real indigence) is not. Can any one be fure he was 
mot determined to feal his fecret with his death ? 
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at Mr, Walmfley’s, covered with little fcraps 
of paper. What a pictute would he have made, 
with the fatal cup by his bedfide, deftroying 
plans of future “ie as ahd Godwins, and unfi- 
nifhed books of the batile of Haftings? M. 1 
have had agi hich it what you will) to fpend 
half an hour in this’ room. It was half an 
hour of moft exquifite fenfations. My vifit 


of devotion was paid in the morning, I remem- 
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S| 


ber; but I was not myfelf again all day. To 
look round the room; to fay ‘to myfelf, here 
ftood his bed; there the poifon was fet; in that 
windew he bi ancl for fome hours before he 
retired to his laft ref, envying the méaneft paf- 
fenger, and withing > he could exchange his own 


t 
d' 


feelings, atid intellects, for their manual pow- 
ers and infenfibility ! Then, abhorrence of his 


death, abhorrence of the world, and I know 
not how many different and contradiQo: ry, but 
all diftra ictine ideas ! Nothii ng fhould tempt me 


to undergo fuch another half-hour. 


Briftol, ftand forth! Too juft are-even thefe rhymes 
Without a trial to condemn thy anther 

Come forward, anfwer to thy curfed name! 
Stand, if thou dare, before the bar of fame. 
Briftol, hold up thine hand, that damned hand 
Which fcatters mifery over half a land, 

The land of Genius ! ewes erence 


( 
But my indignation cannot tay for rhyme, yet 
#¢ muft vent itfelf. 

Tell me, Briftol, where is Savage ?* Whither 
didft thou drive Hume ?+ Where haft thou hid 
the body of murdered Chatterton ? Where are 
his mother and his fifter ? Could not the female 


hand of charity { {pare one mite to the ftarving 
child 
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* Johnfon’s life of Savage. 


+ “In 1734,” fays Hume, in his life, «* I went to Brif- 
** tol, with fome recommendations to eminent merchants; 
«© but, in afew months, I found that fcene totally unfuit- 
sable to me.’ In his hiftory, fpeaking of Naylor the 
mad quaker, who fancied himfelf transformed into, Chrift, 
we are told, “¢ he entered Briftol, mounted on a horfe;—. 
‘I fuppofe,” adds Hume, “from the difficulty in that 
“place of finding an a/s.” 4to edition, 1770. vol. 7. 
Pp. 360. 

{ The following is a lift of the late Mrs. Peloquin’s pub» 
lic donations, who died at Briftol. 

To the chamber of the City of Briftol, for the 


benefit of the poor not receiving alms - ¥9500 0 0 
To the Briftol Infirmary - - “ 5000 0-0 
To the Bath Hofpital - = - 500 0 0 
‘To St. Stephen’s Chu - - ~ 400 0 © 
For the propagation of ils Gofpel = r00 0 O 


For promoting Chriftian Knowledge 
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child of Genius! A4i/erable Hamlet !* as Chat- 
terton calls thee. .Unworthy fuch a treafure ! 
Much more unworthy his guardian care! For, 
canft thou be fure, ungrateful city, the fpirit 
of neglected Chatterton does not ftill beft de- 
light to haunt the place which gave him birth? 
Canft thou be certain his watchful providence 
did not lately extinguifh the threatening flames 
of treafon?+ Perhaps, while I write, his 
spirit protects your commerce ; 


Or, in black armour, ftalks around 
Embattled Briftol, once his ground, 
And glows, ardurous, on the caftle ftairs ; 
Or, fiery, round the mynfter glares, 
Perhaps for Briftol ftill he cares ; 
Guards it from foemen and confuming fire ; 
Like Avon’s ftream enfyrkes it round, 
Nor lets a flame enharm the ground, 
Till in one flame all the whole world expire, ¢ 


But the feelings of the moment have hurried 
me away. Briftol is not culpable. She may be 
proud that fhe produced C. and need not, per- 
haps, blufh for his death. Had he remained in 

the 


* See his fecond letter to his mother. 
+ John the Painter, 
y See the conclufion of the « Song of ZElla,” 
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the * miferable hamlet,” Rowley muff. inevi- 
tably have waked | his way in the worl d. < Sir 
Charles Bawdin” and the ‘ fong of fila,” 
were already known to fame, Rowley’ s other 
poems muft foon have blazed out+they could 
not, cold as was the age, have been kept much 
longer, even by the chilling hand of pewter 
patronage, from kindling a flame in the literary 
world, which haply might have cheered their 
author and Chatterton. might, now (di- 
ftracting refexion!); might, nine years ago; 
might, before he was twice nine years olds 
have been -confidered as the moft extraordinary 
prodigy of genius the world ever faw. Nay, 
had he continued at Briftol only a) few weeks 
longer, had he continued in the world only a 
few days longer, he might have been preferved. 
For, oh my M. I ep been affured that the 
late amiable Dr. Fry, head of St. John’s in 
Oxford, went to Briftol the latter end of 
Auguft 1770, in order to fearch into the hiftory 
of Rowley. and Chatterton, and to patronize 


the latter if he turned out. to be the former, or 
to deferve affiftancewhen, alas! all the in- 
telligence he could pick up aboutcither was, 


that Chatterton had, within afew davs,-de- 
{troyed himfelf. 
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Let me mention one circumftance which 
itrikes me here, after which I maintain it to 
be impoffible that a fingle individual fhould 
doubt, for a fin igle moment, whether £i/a, 
&c. were all written by a poor fexton’s fon, 
before he was (I may fay) feveribasnlorn cut 
Chatterton left Briftol we fee but one more of 
Rowley’s poems, ‘* The ballad of Charitie:” 
And that a very fhort one. What was the rea- 
fon of this? Had C. given to the world all the 
contents of Canynge’s cheft ? Certainly not--- 
for he is known to have {poken of other MS. 
both at Briftol and in town; and you have 
feen him write to his alec that, “¢ had 
‘¢ Rowley been a Londoner, inftead of a Bri- 
*¢ ftowyan, he could live by copying his 
*¢ works.”? Is it likely that a lad, poffeft of 
a cheft full of fuch poems (fome of which he 
fold for trifles to a aie before he wanted 
money or knew its value), fhould, when in 
real diftrefs, and when he could have lived by 
only copying them, part with none of them, 
offer not one of them to any bookfeller? Ridi- 
culous! Impoffible! This was the very mo- 
ment to produce them. In my own mind I 
am perfuaded that, had C, really found the 
poems in an old cheft, the idea of forging 
others, as like them as he could, would now 
haye 
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have ftruck him. But, in truth, Canynge’s 
old. cheft was only his own fruitful invention. 
At Briftol, undifturbed by the cares, or the 
pleafures of the world, his genius had nothing 
to do but to indulge itfelf im creating Rowley 
and his works. In London, was to be learnt, 
that which even Genius cannot teach, the 
knowledge of life---Extemporancous bread was 
to be earned more fuddenly than even Chatter- 
ton could write poems for Rowley and, in 
confequence of his employments, as he tells 
his mother, public places were to be vifited, 
and mankind to be frequented. He who fabri- 


cated {uch poems, in the calm and quiet of 


Briftol, muft have been almoft more than man. 
Had C. produced them to the world as fa/?, 
amidft the avocations, the allurements, the 
miferies of his London life, I would immedi- 
ately become a convert to Rowley. At pre- 
fent, if I fall down and worfhip Rowley, it 
can only be as the golden image which Chat- 
terton has fet up. 

The ballad of Charity, the laft of Rowley’s 
poems, in addition to the internal proofs that 
it was a compofition of the day, carries melan- 
choly conviction to the mind, that it was the 
compofition of Chatterton. The note, which, 
the editor of Rowley’s poems tells us, accom- 
panied 
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panied this paftoral to the. printer, is dated 
“* Briftol, ‘Fuly 4, ¥770.’? Now, in what 
month-is the fcene laid ? 

In wirgyne the fweltrie fun gan fheene, 

And? notte upon’ the meads did caft his ray, 


Tc a. 
Al Ww 


. had this by him all 1769, is it not odd 
that this fhould be the only poem he did not 
fhow Catcott ? Is it not fingular he fhould not 
produce it till July 1770? Till the very month 
in which it was originally written ? 

Look in his glomed face, his fprite there-fean, 

How woebegone, how withered, faplefs, dead ! 

Hafte to thy church-glebe houfe, afshrewed man 5 

Hafte to thy kifte, thy only dortoure bed ! 

Cold as the clay which will gre on thy head 

Js charity and love among high elves ; 

Knightis and Barcns live for pleafure and themfelves. 


his feems ‘too plainly defigned for a fketch 


J 
of pee and of the coldnefs with which he 
conceived he had ‘been treated ; efpecially as 


a thie Memoirs of a Sad Dog” appeared in the 
‘Town and Country Magazines for July and 
Auguft 1770: wherein C. ridicules Mr. Wal- 
pole with fome humour, under the title of 
Baron * Otranto. And, more efpecially, asina 

note 


* There is a very remarkable paffage in this ridicule, 


«¢ Should any critic affert itis impoffible fuch an imagina- 
s€ tion” 
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note of his own, upon the fourth word in the 
ftanza (glommed), he writes thus 


‘€ clouded, dejected. A perfon of fome notein the lite= 
¢¢ rary world, is of opinion that glam and glom are modern 
“¢ cant words; and from this circumftance doubts the au- 
‘¢ thenticity of Rowley’s MSS. Glum-mong, inthe Saxon, 
«© fionifies twilight, a dark and dubious light; and the 
*¢ modern word g/oomy is derived from the Saxon glum.” 

—Again, the confidence with whichhe fpeaks 
of Rowley’s merit, now that he is more con- 
winced of his own abilities than he was when 
he carried the productions of them to Catcott 
“¢ An excelent balade of Charitie.”” Can’t 
you fee his indignation penning the note to the 
printer? Ican.. ‘* If the Gloflary annexed 
‘Sto the following piece will make the lan« 
<¢ ouage intelligible; the fentiment, defcription, 
“° and verfification are highly deferving the atten- 
°° tion of the literati.’ Had it been thought ta 
‘< tion” (that by the charms of Robin Hood’s Ramble he 
was carried back tothe age of his favourite hero, Richard 
the Third) ‘could enter the cerebellum of the Baron, who 
“‘ confines all his ideas within the narrow limits of pro« 
_* priety (for the fongs of Robin Hood were not in being 
‘<¢ till the reign of Elizabeth) His affertion fhall ftand 


*< uncontradicted by me, as I knew,” fays C, in the cha- 
racter of Harry Wildfire, °* by qwoeful experience, that, 
‘© auben an author refolves to think himfelf in the right, it 
“© 7s more than human argument can doto convince him he 
“ 75 in the wrong.” 


A 
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deferve the attention of.the magazine, it might 
poffibly have made its w ay to the literati, and 
the author might have toe {natched from the 
fangs of fuicide by the hand of Fame. But, 
although the note is dated July 4, no fuch 
poem appears in the magazine for that month, 

nor for any other. Yet, furely, Rowley’s 
©* ballad of Charitie” isluht not have difgraced 
the chafte records of an immortal] magazine 
of 1770, more than Rowley’s ** Elinoure and 
“¢ Juga” in 1769! Addifon faid, he would put 
his friend Sir Roger de Coverley to death, left 
any onefhould murder him. Is it poffible that 
C. fhould have determined to murder himfelf, 
becaufe the Town and Country Magazine 
doubted the exiftence of his friend Row] ley? 

In turning overtheir volume forr770, I ‘thought 
I had fining room for fome fuch GBieioh: 

when I met with the following paflage among 
the acknowledgements to correfpondents—— 
“¢ The Paftoral. from Briftol, fiened D. D.” 
(which I conclude to be an error of the prefs 
for D.B. —efpecially, as no other acknowledg- 
ment 1s made for Chatterton’s Paftoral) << ba 
“‘fome fhare of merit; but the author will, 
doubtlefs, difcover, upon another perufal of 
<¢ it, many exceptionable paflages.”: However, 


on looking again, I faw this was prefixed to 


€¢ 
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he Magazine for dugu/i—-Confequently, w 
it was publifhed on the 1ft of September, Chat- 
terton was beyond the reach of Magazine 
But it is pretty clear the Magazine are 
C. was the author of Seated s poems. 

The circumftance moft extraordinary, and 
which muft appear fo even to thofe (if there 
ftill be any fuch) who will not think oe think, 
is this—that he not only in his diftrefs never 
endeavoured to procure bread by writing poems 
' for Rowley (or by producing one or two from 
the many chefis full of Rowley’s poems, which 
he hadin his poffeffion, and brought to town 
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in his pocket, and carried about in his pocket); 
but, that, having written the ‘* ballad of 
<< Charitie,” he did not, in diftrefs by which 
fome think he was driven to fuicide, turn it, 
or endeavour to turn it into money. All his 
other things, after he came to town, as is 
known from bookiellers, and is clear from his 
letters, were fold; the ‘* ballad of Charitie” was 
a free-will offering to literature. Had C. fo 
much refpect for his fictitious Rowley (there 
is not the /aadow of a reafon to be Ae why 
he fhould have fo much refpe& for a real R.), 
that he would not barter his poems toa Maga-~ 
zine for bread? ‘That it fhould be fo is not 
altogether impoflible ; but it is furely odd that 


aa 
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the fame chriftian name fhould belong to the 
finder, and to the author of thefe poems ; Tho- 
mas Rowley, Thomas Chatterton.—Every thing 
that C. did at every period of his life about 
Rowley was original. The only time (as I 
think Catcott fays) that he ever afked the pew- 
erer for money, was when he brought him the 
ubfeguent bill, 
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. G, Catcott to the executors of T, Rowley, Dr. 
Vo pleafure received in reading hig hiftoric works 5 5 0 
See ee 
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At Mr, Walmfley’s he ufed frequently to 
fay he had many writings by him, which would 
produce a great deal of money, if they were 
printed. To this it was once or twice ob- 
ferved that they lay in a fmall compafs, for 
that he had not much luggage. But he faid 
he had them, neverthelefs.—When he talked 
of writing fomething which fhould procure 
him money to get fome cloaths; to paper the 
room in which he lodged; and to fend fome 
nore things to his fifter, mother, and grand- 
mother: he was afked why hedid not enable 
himfelf to do all this, by means of thefe writings 
which were ‘* worth their weight in gold.” 
His anfwer was, that they were not written 
with a defign to buy old cloaths, or to paper 
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rooms; and that, if the world did not behave 
well, it fhould never fee a Jine of then. 


We come now to the queftion of moft diffi- 
culty, but of leaft confequence. What could 
induce C. to lay fuch a plan? Was it the cre~ 
dit of impofing upon the world, which he was 
determined never to claim, fince he never 
owned the impofition? My anfwer is, that I 


neither know nor care: And the conjectures of 


the ruftieft fellow of the antiquarian fociety 
cannot give an anfwer much more to the pur- 
pofe. Are the motives of m¢n’s aad women’s 
conduct fo plain, that he whoruns may read 
them? How much lefs obvious are we to ex- 
pect the motives of a boy’s conduct? C. with 
fome, with many things about him, fuperior 
to moit, to all men, was ftill but a boy. 
Though he did fee 17 before his death, he 
muft have been Uiterally a boy, when he laid 
the foundation of his plans. —If Macpherfon 
and Offian be the fame, if C. thought them to 
be the fame, C. is an original in poetry only, 
not in fuppofitioufnefs.——-Mr. L. never took 
off his mafk, but rather chofe that Fame 
fhould drefs up an ideal writer, and worfhip 
him as the author gf Junius, than to claim the 
D3 


= 
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eternal crown in his own name and perfon — 
Good men are fatisfied with the applaufe of 
their own confciences, and fcatter charity with 
the invifible hand of bounty. May not 
great men be formed in the fame mold? May 
not obfcurity appear to enlarge an ideal, as 
well as a real, object? God would, perhaps, 
be fomething lefs of God, were he vifible.— 
But, as I faid, I neither know nor care what 
was C’s motive. 

Am I ftill afked for it? Like many a man 
in converfation, I’ll get off by telling a ftory. 
D’ Alembert, in his pamphlet upon the deftruc- 
tion of the Jefuits, relates that one of the or- 
der, who had {pent 20 years upon a miffion in 
Canada, did not believe even the exiftence of 
a God. Notwithftanding this, he had, nu- 
merous times, run the hazard of his life in de- 
fence of that religion which he preached with 
juccefs among the Savages. ‘To a friend who 
exprefled furprize at the warmth of hiszeal, the 
miffionary obferved~~** Ah, you have no idea 
of the pleafure there is in having 20,000 men 
to liiten to you, and in perfuading them what 
you don’t believe yourfelf.”’ 

What fuggefted the fcheme to Chatterton’s, 
inventjon? 


This queftion it is, perhaps, 
Rill more impoffible to anfwer. Nor do I pre- 
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tend to anfwer it. If you can ground any con- 
jectures on a few facts I will mention—fo. 
Pfalmanazar died about the time Chatterton’s 
{cheme was born, and bequeathed his methos 
diftical memoirs to the world. Walpole, about 
the fame time, endeavoured to turn a whole na- 
tional current of belief,withrefpecttoRichardiii. 
and, not long before, acknowledged the impofi- 
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tion he had put upon the public in the preface as 
to Otranto, The Douglas caufe was, about the § 
fame time,.in high agitation. Offian, with Blair’s i 
differtation, in which the name of #//a is menti- 4 
oned, had not long made his appearance. ‘* The 
Concubine,” in Spenfer’s manner, appeared in ® 
1767. Percy’s‘* Reliques’’ had not long been. 4 

publifhed. Page xxiv. of the firft vol. (ad. 
edition, 1767) mention is made of ** Col- 
‘¢ oring fon of that Ella who was elected 
“<< king of the Saxons in the room of Hengift.” 
C, muft have admired ‘¢ Hardyknute” (vol. ii, 
p- 94.) which * Mrs. Wardlaw pretended to have 
“¢ found on fhreds of paper employed for what 
63s called the bottoms of clues ;” and muft 
have feen through the pretended extra& of a let 
ter from Canton to James Garland, Efq; at the 
end of the third volume, which vouches for the 
truth of Percy’s Hau Kiou Choaau, there adver- 
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tifed as tranflated from the Chinefe.—On the a1 
of January 1769, the invifble Junius printed his 

irft letter. In May 1769, Mrs. Montagu pub- 
lifhed her Effay on Shakefpeare, from which it 
is notimpoffible that C.’s tind. ry ambition might 
catch the fire of rivalry. Farrer’s Effay on the 
Jearning of Shakefpeare had appeared about a 
twelvemonth. In the wonderful extent of his 
reading, Chatterton could not be 1gnorant of 
Parnell’s impofition on Pope, by means of a pre- 
tended Leonine tranflation of fome of his lines 
in the Rape of the Lock ; or of Parnell’s Fairy 
‘Tale, ia the ancient Englifb ftyle.—Better memo- 
ries may, perhaps, recollect other things of this 
kind. That Chatterton had Walpole and 
Offian in fome meafure prefent to his mind, is 
manifeft from his fixing upon the fame perfon 
(Mr. W.) to introduce Rowley to the world, 
whom Macpherfon chofe for Offian. And, furely, 
to prove Ear] Godwin a good man and true, in 
ipite of hiftory, is much fuch an attempt as Mr, 
W.’s concerning Richard! The firft ftanza of 
Cannynge’s prologue to Godwin, is little more 
thana verification of the ingenious fuppofition in 
the article Godwin, in the Biographia Britannica; 
and is rather the language of our dz/fant age, than 
of aman writing three hundred years nearer God- 


[ 213 J 
win; whowas not then ungent/ytreated in /o many 
hiftories, as now. 

Whilomme, by penfmen, much ungentle nams 

Has upon Godwin Earl of Kent been laid, 

Thereby bereaving him of faith and fame. 

The unforgiving clergymen have faid, 

‘That he was knowen to no holy wurche. | 

But this was all his fault—he gifted not the ehurch. -f 


It may be faid that hardly one of the fchemes, 
which I have mentioned, fucceeded. Let me, i 
in my turn, tell what Fontenelle, in his dia- 
logues, puts into the mouth of the Ruffian pre- 
tender. When he is afked how he dared to af- 
fert a claim, for which two or three impoftors 
had fuffered the crueleft death; he anfwers, it 
was upon that very circumftance he grounded | 
the probability of paffing for a true man, and 1 
noimpoftor. _ 4 

When ¢* The Town and Country Magazine” 
was firft fet up in January 1769, the foundation 
of C.’s fcheme was laid. The fuperftructure, of 
courfe, afcended by degrees. It has at leaft been 
fome amufement to fee if I could difcover that he 
took any materials from thefe publications. For 
this purpofe i have carefully looked them over, 
down to the time of his death. The memoran- 
dums I made I will tranfcribe for you juft as I 
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{cratched them down upon paper at the time. 
Some of them are little to the purpofe, perhaps ; 
and would not have occurred but for the con- 
{cioufnefs that I was reading what had been read 
by the object of my admiration, 


; Many parts 
of the book you lent me the other day {truck me 
ia particular manner, becaufe I knew my M. 
had perufed the fame parts.—But, we muft not 
expect to track a Magliabechi very often in the 
courfe of only one volume.— 

In January 1769, p.15, is this article—The 
** antient and modern drefles in France compared 
** with thofe of England.” Which is continued 
and concluded in February, p $9. Therein the 
writer fays he is *¢ glad to avail himfelf of the 
“© affiftance of Chaucer, who defcribes the drefles 
*¢in the time of Richard I].”—InMarch,p.1 36. 
C. publifhed Rowley’s MS. on the Court-manile. 
— The former part of this article (Jan. p. 15.) 
fays, it appears by a journal of thofe times that 

** On the r7th of O&ober, 1409, the Sieur John de Mon- 


tague was conduéted from the little Chatelet to the 


** Halles, being feated high in a cart, and ‘dreffed in his 


‘* jivery, viz. a great coat half red and half white, anda 
‘* hood of the fame, with a red bufkin anda white one, gilt 
ee {yy 


fpurs, his hands tied, and two trumpets before him: and 


** that, after his head was cut off, his body was carried to 
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* the gibbet of Paris, and was there hung up with his 
** buikins and gilt fpurs.” 

Catcott, after all his contradi&ions, does not 
pretend to have received from C. the death and 
execution of ‘* Sir Charles Bawdin” in 1461, 
long, if at all, before the appearance of this arti- 
cle. They, who imagine this paflage fuggetted 
Bawdin to C, will conclude Catcott to have re- 
ceived the poem juft after the appearance of this 
article in January. 

_ Page 30, of the fame month, are inferted the 
fingular notes which Rouffeau left upon his table 
at Bourgoin when he quarrelled with the magi- 
{trates. The vanity and felf-importance of thefe 
notes were hardly exceeded even by C. Among 
them are two, which I will tranferibe; but not 
becaufe they could. to dim have fuggefted any 
thing; for he could not, poor fellow! feeas far 
as our day. ‘* The men of genius revenge them- 
**felves by infulting me, becaufe they feel my 
“* fuperiority. Authors pillage, and cenfure me; 
‘¢ knaves curfe me; the mob hoot at me.”’ 

May we not fuppofe C. to have read theft 
French lines? (January, p. 34.) 

L*homme vit par fon ame, & l’ame eft la penfée, 
C’eft elle qui powr vous doit mefurer le tems. 
Cultivez la fageffe ; apprenez lart fuptéme 

De vivre avec foi-méme ; 
Vous pourrés fans eftroi compter tous vos inftans, 


: oor ¥ 
In an Effay on Fame (January, p. 37-) Ifind 
this paflage—** Butler tells us 


Fools are known by looking wife, 


‘¢ And, indeed, it muft occur to every difcerning 
<¢ man, that affected wifdom and fententious gra~ 
‘¢ vity are often affumed, to conceal a great pro- 
“* fundity of folly and ignorance.” In the poem 
on Happinefs, dated 1769, which you have al- 
ready feen, are thefe lines— 

And the fond mother thought him wondrous wife, 

But little had the read in Nature’s book, 

For fools affume a philofophic look. 


** On a friend who died in his eighteenth year.” 
(January, p. 48) Little did C. think he had 
read his own epitaph. 

In February, p. 62, an antiquarian gives an 
account of Burge-caftle in Suffolk, anciently 
called Cnoberfburge, wherein we are told that 
“* one of the towers, being perhaps undermined 
<* when the caitle was deftroyed, is reclined from 
<* the wall at the top about fix feet.”—One of 
Rowley’smanufcripts produced by Chatterton, is 
a plan tofupport the Tower of the Templechurch 
in Briftol, which had declined from its perpendi- 
cular. In a late reparation of the church, Cat- 
cott fays fome fubterraneous works have been 
found, which correjpond with this MS,—— 


Will 
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W ill Catcott prove, to the fatisfaction of any 
perfon befide himfelf, that evidence is difcovered 
of the tower’s having declined ; orthat C. could 
not poflibly know or judge that the tower had de- 
clined? Ifhecan, ftillC. might by accident have 
hitupon fuch athing, efpecially after he had feen 
the foregoing pafiageaboutBurgeCaftle. Chance 
makes luckier hits than this continually. 

In February, p. r04, are fome lines, figned 
Afaphides, dated January 29,1769—** On Mr. 
‘* Alcock, a miniature painter, of Briftol.?? 
‘They are printed in Chatterton’s Mifcellanies. 
But fhould they be thought inferior to other 
things in his own and Rowley’s name; and 
fhould that inequality, which we are obliged 
to pardon in the greateft geniuses, be ufed as air 
argument againft a boy; I, know not any 
proof that he wrote this, or another. poeny 
which we find in April, p. 217, with the fame 
fignature. He almoft always figned himfelf 
D. B. the initials of his firft Latin fignature, 
Dunhelmus Briftolienfis. He is here twice, 
and only twice, made to aflume the ftrange 
name of Afaphides. 

In March, p. 146, is inferted an encomium 
on Pope’s paftorals from Ruffhead. In May, 
p. 272, we read the paftoral of Elinoure ang 
Juga, from D. B, dated May 1769. 

U In 
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In April, p.'193, we find ‘* remarks on the 
<¢ works of fome of the moft eminent-painters, 
<¢ with fhort anecdotes of their lives.” It was 
a little later, in the -year 1769, than April, J 
think, that C. offered to furnifh Mr. Walpole 
with Rowley’s MS. of **a feries of great’ pain- 
“ ters that had flourifhed at Briftol.” 

In ** an account of the moft celebrated mo- 
<< nafteries in Europe,” (April, p. 201) men- 
tion ‘is made of the abbey of St. Alban’s, which 
was fuppreffed ‘at the diflolution of mionafte- 
ries. ‘The fcene of Elinoure and. (in the 
next month, May, p. 272.) is laid on Rudde- 
borne bank, a river near St. Alban’s (as we 
learn'from Chatterton’s notes); and after the 
dialogue, Elinoure and Juga 


moved gentle o’er the dewy mees, 


To where St. Alban’s holy thrines remain. | 


In May, p. ‘272, immediately before hisown 
Elinoure and Juva, is inferted a monody. Some 
of the lines, ‘together with the’ motto, I: fhall 
tranfcribe. 

A MONOD Y. 


‘¢ Oh! now, for ever 
Farewel the tranquil‘ mind! farewel content! 
Farewel the plumed troops, and the bigewar, 
‘That make ambition virtue! Oh! fareavel.! 
Farewel the neighing fteed, and the-fhrill trump, 
The fpirit-ftirring drum, the ear-piercing fife, 


The 
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The royal banner, and all quality, 

Pride, pomp, and circumftance of glorious war! 
And, oh! you mortal engines, whofe rude throats 
Th'immortal Jove’s dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel ! Shakefpeare. 


Farewel, Calcaria, now farewel! a 
Meand’ring, wharf-adieu ! 

¥e neighbrring vills, I ceafe to tell li § 
What joys I fliar’d in you! ve 

Farewel fair bridge, and Gothic pile, © 
Adi yon meat and mill! 


SE RE OEE 


- 


Jo. more yon murmring‘water-fall, 


ya “Its ruftic dia.1 hear ; 
4 No more yon. bells fo fweetly call. 


My fteps. to‘wander there. | q 


Nomore, dear F¥****** ! thy {weet fone 
Delights my lift’ning ear ; 

No more, dear Tom, thy fiddle’s ftrung, 
My penfive foul to cheer, 

No more, gay Flora, your guittar, 
Though fraught with melody ; 

No more your voice, yet fweeter far, f 
Will fill my heart with glee. He 

No more, my friends, I join your jay, 
Your concert, forg, or ball. 


Ua 


=O) + Se 


lelightful Bramham park, 
Thy walks, thy meads, thy growes. 


r proud pavillions, and thy cor, 
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With homely thatch done o'er ; 


: Saag’ | Ps A Har ae } “fh 
vy diffant WIEWS y thy rural gree, 


Adieu! farewel ! 

Give me leave, now, to tranfcribeyou a few 
lines from Rowley’s firft eclogue. The old (and 
fometimes unintelligible) words, 1 will change 
for C’s more modern ones in his notes. 


Speak to me not; I ken thy woe in mine. 

O ! I’ve a tale the devil himfelf might tell. 

Sweet flourets, mantled meadows, forefts dign, 

And groves far-feen around the hermit’s cell; 

‘The {weet ribible dizning in the dell; 

‘Che joyous dancing in the alehoufe court ; 

Eke the high fong and every joy—farewel! 

Farewelthe very fhade of fair difport ! 
Of the impoffibility to prove imitation I am 
well aware. But for intehtional imitation I 
do not here contend. ‘The originality of C’s 
dublime genius would not have ftooped from its 
height to imitate any man that everwrote. The 
queftion is, whether we perceive the remarkable 
turnof Othello’s farewe/, and whether C’s won- 
derful memory had retained that, and the ruftic 
din, the fiddle, guittar, &c. from a perufal of the 
monody, without being confcious of it. C. him- 
felf explains ribible to be a **violin;” a mufical 
inftrument 
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inftrument, not known, I fancy, to the period 
at which the fcene of this eclogue is laid; nor 
very natural in the eclogue, though truth might 
mark the propriety of it in the monody. By 
the nature of his plan, the folding doors of imi- 
tation were effeftually fhut againft Chatterton. 
His hands were tied up from picking and fteal- 
ing. What other poet, ancient or modern, ex= 
cept Homer (and even Homer had his ancients: 
perhaps), can produce an octavo volume, and 
fuch an o€tavo volume, in the whole courfe of: 
‘which, after a fearch of fome years, the beft 
and oldeft heads are not able to deteét him’ 
with certainty more than fix or eight timest ? 
And thofe coincidences muft ef courfe have 
been the effet. more of menvory than defign. 
Rather diferent are the following coincidences 5 
of which many (befide thofe they have the ho-~ 
nefty to own) might be collected from every: 
page of every poet but this boy.- 


Love, free as air, at fight of human ties): 
Spreads his light wings, and in a moment flies. 


Pope, El. to Abelard. 


For foon as maiftery comes, fweet love anone 
Taketh his nimble wings, and foon away is gone» 
Spenfer. 3. 1.25. 
tA few remarkable coincidences to which a few, and but a 
few, might (ill be added, are pointed out ina letter prefixed to 
C’s Mifcell, which originally appeared in the St. James’s Chro- 
nicles 


U 3 Love: 


eibbonn jes 
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Love will not be confined by maifterie : 
When maifterie comes, the-Lord of love anon 
Flutters his wings, and forthwith is he gone. 


Chaucer. 
‘The attic warbler pours her throat. Gray. Spring. 


s it for thee the linnet pours lus throat? 


The painful family of death. Gray. Eton Cel. 
Hate, fear, and gricf, the family of pain. Pope. 
>] >] dD ] d x 


Waves in the eye of Heaven, her many-colour’d wings. 
Gray. Bard. 

Intereft that waves on party-colour’d wings. 
Dunciad, 4, 538. 


They kept the noifelefs tenor of their way. Gray. El. 
The inaudible and noifelefs foot of Time. 
All’s well that ends well, 


‘There at the foot of yonder nodding heach, 
rr 


i hat wreathes its old fantaftic roots fo high, 


ear Late col & on nae hae ~ Sh 7% i fee 
Fits jiflefs length at noon-tid2 would he ftretch, 


And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 


Gray. Elegy. 


Se eer pe 
-He lay along 


Under an oak, whofe antique root peep'd out 
Upon the brook, that crawi’d along the weed, 
Shakefp. As you like it. 
And thut the gates of mercy on mankind. 
Gray. Elegy. 
The gates of Mercy fhall be all fhut up. Sh. Hen. V. 
Man wants but little here below, 
Nor wants that little long. Goldfn. Edw. and Ang: 
Man wants but little, nor that little long: 
Young. Night 4. 
la 


— 
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In May, p. 328, is a modern verfion of Elea- 
nora and Juga, “*byS. W. A.” aged 16. What 
muift have been the feelings of Chatterton,when 
he faw a boy take merit to himfelf for fporling a 
poem by a modern verfion, at the fame age, or 
perhaps at a more advanced one, than that at 
which he forged it ! 

In July, p. 370, we read of Otway, that—— 


‘¢ when he died (which he did in an obfcure houfe, near 
«¢ the Minories), he had about him the copy of a tragedy, 
«¢ which it feems he had fold for a trifle to Bentley, the 
< bookfeller.. I have feen,” fays the author of this arti- 


cle, ** an advertifement, at the end of one of Leftrange’s 


<¢ political papers, offering a reward toany one who fhould 
‘« bring it to his fhop. _ What an invaluable treafure was 
«« there irretrievably loft, by the ignerance and neglect of 
‘* the age he lived in!” 

In this affeCting picture it was impoffible C, 
fhould perceive his own features; but you will 
allow it required alleven his ftrength of mind, 
and con{cious genius, to work on upon Rowley 
after reading the following truth!— 


‘* At prefent, were a man to endeavour tu improve his 
“¢ fortune, or increafe his friendfhip, by poetry, he would 
‘¢ foon feel the anxiety of difappointment. ‘The prefs 
«« lies open, and is a benefactor to every fort of literature 
* but that.alone.” 
If.C. did endeavour to catch the public by other 
baits, befides genius, who can blame him? 
What muft have.been the fenfations of C’s 
qe . 4 5 ean 
fecling mind when_he read (July, p, 389) that 


the 


C ae 
the number of flaves brought from the coaft of 
Africa, in one’year,1768, between Cape Blanco 
and Rio Congo, by the different European na- 
tions, amounting to one hundred and four thou- 
fand one hundred! Great Britain (the feat of 
freedom) 5 3,100—F rance23,500—Holland (af- 
ter wrefting their own freedom from Philip) 
11, 300—~Portugal 8,700—Britith America, 300 
—Denmark 1,200. How muft the genius of 
Rowley have fired at fuch a fum total of fellow 
creatures, made beafts of burden, only becaufe 
the common Creator had made them of a differ- 
ent colour! 

Il]-fated Chatterton! Why didft thou not 
attend to Ore/fes ‘* on the poverty of authors ?’”’ 
(Augutt, p. 399.) How couldft thou imagine 
thateven thy parts would prevent thy adding one 
to his long but faithful lift of the ftarved children 
of Genius! Could thy penetrating fightdifcover 
no truth in his borrowed obfervation, that 
‘&we morercadily affift the lame and the blind than a 
poor man of genius—for every one is fenfibly affected 
‘* with the apprehenfion of blindnefs orlamenefs; but 
‘‘ who is in the leaft dread of the accidents which attend 
“¢ on genius?” 

-——-Here let me ftop a moment to refcue the 
world from blame it'does not merit. The world 
is not accountable for the death of every man of | 
abilities who has perifhed, however miferably, 
in 
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in an alehoufe or a prifon. Profligacy and ge- 
nius, ability and prodigahity, are ‘hot, as many 
imagine, the fame things. But genius too often 
thinks it neceflary to be profligate, and profligacy 
often demands to pafs for genius. ‘To behold 
genius confined ina prifon, or fkulkinginan ale- 
houfe, and not tolend relief, were infamous ; pro- 
vided the fpetator could be fure he was lending 
effectualrelief. But, if to refcue from one prifon, 
beonly to give an opportunity to vifitanother— 
whofe humanity is fturdy enough to bear fuch in- 
fultseven froma friend or froma child?Churchill 
reproached the world with fuffering Lloyd to pine 
in the Fleet, and Johnfon has moiftened many 
an eye with the fufferings of Savage. But the 
world, if it be ever accountable, is only account- 
able for the death of fuch a being as C. who (let 
his enemies or enviers perfift, as they choofe, in 
aflerting what they cannot prove) was notextra- 
vagant, was not profligate, was not unprincipled. 
All his profligacy confifted in quitting the attor- 
ney’s office,and penning Ailla--‘* when he fhould 
<¢ have engrofled.”” His only extravagance was 
lavifhing upon unneceflary prefents tohis grand- 
mother, mother, and fifter, a few fhillings, the 
earnings of his genius, which might otherwife, 
_ perhaps, have faved him from ftarving. Unprin- 
cipled belongs to thofe wheaccufe him of crimes. 
without a fhadow of proof. 
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In the Magazine for September, p. 407, is 2 

roundelay, fotthe Jubilee in honourof Shake- 
{peare. Let me juft tranfcribe the firft ftanza of 
it, and the firft ftanza of the famous Minftrell’s 
Song in Alla, Your mufical ear muft judge 
whether the Jatter was fuggefted by:the former: 

Sifters of the tuneful ftrain! 

Attendy our parent?s jocund trees. 

Tis. fancy- calls, you, fallow me, 

To celebrate the jubilee. 


© ! fing, unte my, roundélay, 
Q! dropthe briny tear, withme 5, 
Dance no more on holyday, 
Like arunning river be. 
My love is. dead; 
Gone to. his! death-bed,. 
Ali under the willow tree, 
Tf your ear be ftruck by the cadence, you will 
be ftruck not a little, in the remainder of the 
fong, by a ftrong refemblance or two of Shake- 
{peare, towhom C.’s retentivememory muft have 
been directed by the fubject of the roundelay, 
and by the mention it makes of Defdemona, 
In Othello (4.13), Defdemona fings, ** ila 
** green willow,” &c.which fhe fays her mother’s 
maid Barbary ‘* died finging”’. The burden of 
the fong in A®lla is ** A/under the willow tree” 
—and it concludes with 
Ladiz; 
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d die; 1 come; my*true-love waits. 
Thus the daméel fpake and died. 


The original of Defdemona’s fong (‘* willow, 
‘6¢ willow’’) is in Perey’s Rediques, 1.192. One 
‘{tanza(p.193)is not totallyunlike the Minftrell’s 
firft which I have juft tranfcribed 


The cold fream ran by him, 
His eyes wept apace ; 

The fait tears fell from him, 
Which drowned his:face. 


What follows is furely rather more than coin- 
_cidence ! 


Black his hair as the winter night, 
White his cheek as the fummer fnow. 


Whiter is my true-love’s fhroud. 
Ella. 852. 873. 
White his fhrowd as the mountain fnow. 
Hamlet. 4. 5. 
His. beard was as white as fhow, 
All flaxen was his poll. Hamlet. 4. 5. 
Here, upon my true-love’s grave, 
Shall the barren flowers be laid. fEMa. 879. 
‘Larded all-with fweet flowers ; 
Which*bewept to the grave did go, 
With true-love fhowers, Hamlet. 4. 5. 
My love is dead, 
Gone to his death-bed. 
Ella, Burden of the fong. 
No, no, he is dead, 
Go to thy death-bed, . Hamlet. 4. 5. 
One 
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One other line has the fame turn and expréffion 
as a line of ‘Lickel. 

Hark! the raven flaps his wing. ZElla. 865, 

And, at her window,—— 

The raven flapp’d his wing. Luey and Colin. 
Have I tired you? But pray confefs there is 
more in the fimilarity of thefe paflages, than if 
I were to argue that C, wrote all Rowley, be- 
caufe in one of R.’s poems there is a line which 
is to be found, word for word, in two other 
poets fince R. 

And tears began to flow. Sir C. Bawding 

And tears began to flow. Alexander’s Feat. 


And tears began to flow. 
Edwin and Angelina. 
So, in another bard 


Right againft the eaftern gate. 
Gray. Defcent of ‘stan 

Right againft the eaftern gate. 
Milton. L’Allegro. 
This might happen withouteven having feen the 
lines which are fo exactly the fame. Then only 
itis that we can be fure we fee the ftealing hand 
of memory, or catch the Proteus form of imita> 
tion, when the fame “idéa is ee in the 

fame words. 

Before we goany further, let me juft thew you 
how the account ftands between Chatterton and 


the Towa and Country Magazine for 1769. 
January. 


} 
January. 


February. 


March. 


April, 


« Account of the Tincture of Saxon 
<¢ Heralds’; and fome lines ‘* on Mr. 
®© Alcock,” which do not from the figna- 
ture appear to be C.’s though inferted 
in his Mifcellanies Teh Sow: E 
“ Ethelgar, a Saxon poem ;"- anda.MS, 
by Rowley, on the Court Mantle - 
«¢ Kenrick, a Saxon poem ;” and an 
elegy, which does not from the figna- 
ture appear to be C.’s though inferted,in 
his Mifcellanies -  - ooitiy ken Liga 
**Cerdick, a Saxon poem;’’ Saxon 
Atchievements, and Elinoure and juga 


= = = = = - a a = s 


Some lines to Mr. Holland # al 
Gedred Cfrovan - - ba - 


~» = 
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‘¢ The Hirlas’”; and an elegy, which 
does not from the fignature appear to be 
C.’s though inferted in his Mifcellaniesy 
where I do not find ** The Hirlas,'® 
printed in the Magazine, p. 574, with 
his ufual fignature, D. B. in? i 
*¢ The Antiquity of Chriftmas Games,” 
and ‘* The Copernican Syftem” <= - 


Supplement. ‘¢ The Hirlas,”. an elegy, and {eme 


lines to MifsR. © = .: 


x 


or 
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You cannot, I am fure, but obferve, and with 
furprife, how few things he contributed during 
the fpace of fome whole months, from May to 
December. How are we to account for this? 
Was his active genius unemployed during all 
this time, and fome of it the moft poetical part 
of the year? Or did his 
fpirit haunte 
with his loved Rowley by his fide, 
Where he might hear the fwotie nightlark chaunte? 
B. of Haftings, 2. 58r. 


ee 


yee ne 


oe 


It is certain that in December (p. 623 of the 
Magazine) there isa paflage-in a fhort article of 
C.’s upon the ** Antiquity of Chriftmas Games,” 
which feems clearly meant to prepare the world 
for Zilla, Godwin, and the Apoffate—and who 
can tell for how many moreof Rowley’s plays ? 
“« A recifter of the nunnery of Keynfham relates, that 
William, Earl of Glocefter, entertained two hundred 
knichts with tilts and fortunys, at. his great manor of 
Keyntham, provided thu'ty pies of the eels of Avon, as a 
curious dainty; and on the twelyth day began the plays 
for the knights by the monks : with miracles and maume- 
rics Tor the henchmen and fervants, by minftrels. 
Here is plainly a diftinStion made between maumeries 
and miracles, and thé more noble reprefentations compre- 
hended under the name plays. The firit were the holiday 
entertainments of the vulgaf; the other of the barons and 
Bobility. The private exhibatiens at the manors of the ba- 
rons 


rs 
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tons were ufually family hiftories, the monk, who repre- 
fented the mafter of the family, being arrayed in a tabard 
(or herald’s coat without fleeves) painted with all the 
hatchments of the names. In thefe domeftic performances 
abfurdities were unavoidable; and in a play wrote by 
Sir Tibbet Gonges” (an error of the prefs, certainly, for 
Rowley’s friend Gorges)  Conftance, Countefs of Bre- 
tagne and Richmond, marries and buries her three hufbands 
in the compafs of an hour. Sometimes thefe pieces were 


merely relations, and had only two charaéterss of this kind,. 


as that in Weever’s Funeral Monuments. None but the 
patrons of monafteries had the fervice of the monks in 
performing plays on holidays; provided the fame con- 
tained nothing againft God or the church. The public 
exhibitions were fuperior to the private; the plot gene- 
rally the life of fome pope, or the founder of the abbey the 
monks belonged to. I have feex feveral of thefe pieces, 
MOSTLY LATIN, and cannot think our anceftors fo igna- 


worant of dramatic excellencies as the generality of modern’ 
avriters would reprefent; they had a goed moral in viet r 
_and fome of the maumeries abound with wit, which, though: 


low now; was not fo then.” 


So much‘for the Town and Country Maga- 


zine, 1764. . 
Before | leave Rowley I muft tran{cribe you a 
fhort paflage from the Gentleman’s Magazine 
for Auguft, 1777, p. 363, which accounts for 
the following extraordinary lines in the Epiftle 
on f#lla: 

Playes made from hallie tale I hold unmeete3. 

-Let fomme great flory of a manne be fonge: 
Whanne 


F mv 
{f age] 


Whanne as a manne, we Godde and Jefus treate, 


In mie pore mynde we doe the Godhedde wronge. 


“© T have hinted, that it is often impoffible to diftinguifia 
between coincidence and imitation ; neverthelefs, 1 ihould 
fuppofe the foregoing lines much more likely to have been 
written by one who had feen the following patlage of Vot- 
one who had not., I as of opwiion, fays he, 


at it as betier tochufe another argument than facred: for 


’ 
if 


fius, than b 


y 
ai agrees not u ith the 714 iefiy of facred things to be made @ 
play and a fable. Itis alfoawork of ery dangerous cons 
equence to mingle human inventions with things facred: 
beet adds uncertainties of bis own, fometimes 


becaufe the y 
faljities 3 which is not only to play with koly things, buss 
alfo to graft in men’s minds opinions now and, thew fatfts, 
Thefe things have place efpecially, when we bring in God, 
or Chrift {peaking or treating of the myfteries of religion. 
Now Rowley could not have feen Voffius; for Vofius 
was contemporary with Grotius, who was born in 1583. 
It may be thought very unlikely that Chatterton, the 
youth who is faid to have produced thefe poems as) the 
compofition of Rowley, fhould:have feen any work of 
Voffius: itis, however, not unlikely that he had feen 
this paflage in the place from whence I have quoted it, 
viz. Lives of the Poets (12mo. vol. i. p. 14. Life of 
Francis Goldfmith) ; a book of which a young reader 
might very probably be poffefied."—-— 

A book, I will add, which we may con- 
clude our Magliabechi, juft commencing the 
life of a poet, whether he pofletled it or not, 


had certainly read. 


? 


It 
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It may be afked why C.’s own Mifcellanies are 
inferior to.Rowley? Let me afk another quef= 
tion— re they inferior? Genius, abilities, appli- 
cation, we may bring into the world with us; thefe 
rare ingredients may be mixed up in our compo- 
fitions by the hand of Nature: but Nature her-- 
felf cannot create a human being poffeft of a 
complete knowledge of our world almott'the 
moment he is born into.it. Is the knowledge 
of the world which his Mifcellanies contain, no 
proof of his aftonifhing quicknefs in feizing 
every thing he chofe.?. Is it remembered when, 
and at what age, C. for the firft time quitted. 
Briftol, and how few weeks he lived afterwards ?: 
C.’s Letters and Mifcellanies, and every thing. 
which the warmeft advocate for Rowley will not: 
deny to have been C.’s, exhibit an infight into 
men, manners, aid things, for the want of which: 
in their writings, authors, who have died old’ 
men, withmore opportunities to know the world? 
(who could have fewer than C, ?), have been 
thought to make amends by other merits. 
Again—in his own character, he painted for 
bookfellers and bread; in Rowley’s, for fame 
and eternity, Why are a boy’s ta/ks at {chool . 
inferior.to what he writes for-his amufement ?_— 
Then it is not impoffible that.he might defign- 
_edly under-write himfelf.. He certainly did, 
when he wrote ‘* Ladgate’s:Anfwer to the Seng: 
X.3 Of% 
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of Alla.”—After all, he was no modern ; the 
boy was born an ancient: and he knew man- 
kind well enough to fee, that, in the prefent 
age, there was a greater facility ef emergence 
from obfcurity to fame, through the channel of. 
curiofity, fora monk of the 15th,century, than 
for.a fexton’s fon of the 18th, Shame upon 
that age, which ftill, perfifts im bearing tefti- 
mony to his knowledge of it ° 

Suffer me to indulge my whim in running @; 
fhort parallel between this boy and our great 
Milton, Some fimilitudes, and fome diffimili- 
tudes, will not fail to ftrike your nice eyé. 


Milton enjoyed every ad- Chatterton wanted every 
vantage not only of private, advantage of every pofiible 
but of public, not only of education. 
domettic, but of foreign edu- 

Cation. 

M, in his youth received C. became his own teach- 
fich infiruStions from teach- er, and his own {choolmafter, 
ers and {choolmafters, that, before otherchildremarefub- 
in his age, he was able to jects for infruction 5 and ne- 
become a fchool-mafter, and: ver knew any other. 

a teacher to others, 

M.’s juvenilé writings Few, if any, .of M.’s,ju- 
would not have juftified a venile writings would have 
prophecy of Paradife Loft; been ownedby C.'at leaft’by 
but'the author of them flat- Rowley, could he have pait 
ters himfelf, by dating his fon the author of them. 
hife 15 tilk he hadturned 16, 


M, did 


Nak Soak” Se cami eit we 
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M. did not produce Co- 
tnus much earlier than in his 
26th year, fince it was firft 
prefented at Ludlow in 16343 
and he was born in 1608. 
In 1645, when he was 37, 
Allegro and Penferofo firft 
appeared. In 1655, wheh 
he was 47, after long chufing 
and beginning late, he {et 
himfelf to turn a ftrange 
thing, called a myftery, into 
an epic poem; which was 
not completed in lefs than 
C.’s whole ative exiftence, 
fince the copy was not fold 
till April 1667, and then 
tonfifted only of 10 books. 
With all its glorious. per- 
fections, Paradife Loft con- 
tains puerilities, to. which 
C. wasa ftranger. In 3 years 
more, when he was 62, ap-« 
peared M.’s Hiftory of Eng- 
land, Paradife Regained 
and Samfon were publithed 
in the fame year. Lycidas 
I had forgotten. It was 
written in his 29th year, 
‘That propriety of character 
and fituation, which C. can 
feldom have violated, or he 


C. not fuffered to be Jong 
chufing, ox to begin late, in 
17 years amd g months, rec- 
koning from his cradle to his 
grave, produced the volume 
of Rowley’s poems, his vos 
lume of Mifcellanies, and 
many things which are not 
printed, befides what his in- 
dignation tore in pieces the 
day he fpurned at the world, 
and threw himfelf on the 
anger of his Creator, 


would 


{1 net to this moment 


woulk 
deceive fuch and fo many 
men, M. feldom preferves 
in Lycidas.—If, in the courfe 
of an exiftence almof four 
times longer than C.’s, this 
man (fallen on evil days and 
evil tongues, with lefs truth 
than C.) who bore no fruit 
worth gathering till. after 
the age at which C.. was 
withered by the hand. of 


reat 


death—If, 1 fay, this 
man produced other wri- 
tings, he will not quarrel 
that pofterity has forgotten 
them ; if he fhould, pofte- 
rity will ftill forget them. 
M.’s MSS. preferved at 
Cambridge, bear teftimony 
to his frequent and com- 
mendable correétion, 


Mi. as Eliwood relates, 
eculd sever bear to hear 
P. Lott 
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Whattime could C. have 
found for alteration or cor= 
rection, when I maintain 
that any boy who fhould 
only have fairly tranfcribed, 
before his 18th year, all 
that C. before his 18th year 
invented and compofed, 
would be confidered to de- 
ferve the reputation of di- 
ligence, and the praise of 
application ? 

If C. much earlier in life 
than M. was calculated 

either 


it age | 


P. Loft preferred before P. 
Regained. —He is known to 
have pronounced Dryden to 
be no poet. 


M. more from inclina- 
tion than want of bread, it 
feems, entered into party 
difputes, whether a king 
might be lawfully behead- 
ed, &c. with a fervility and 
a virulence, and let out his 
praife to hire with a mean- 
nefs, at all periods of his 
life, which the worft ene- 
mies of C- cannot prove him 
to have equalled. 

M. in affluence, (if com- 
pared with others befide.C.) 
felt.on his brows thofe lau- 
réls which others could not 
fee; and was perfuaded, 
that, ‘¢ by labour and_in- 
‘étenfe ftudy, his portion 
sé in this. life, he might Jeave 
«‘ fomething fo written to 
s after- times, as.they fhould 
$¢ not willingly let it die.” 

P. Loft produced the 
author and his widow only 
28 pounds. The meaner, 
more fervile, and more ver- 


fatile abilities of the au- 
thor 


either to be an author or 
a critic, had not pofleffed 
a. chafter judgement, he 
would not fill impofe on fo 
many critics and-authors. 
C. in order to procure 
bread for himfelf, a grand- 
mother, mother, and fifter, 


_was ready to prove the pa- 


triotifm of Bute, or of Beck- 
ford, in. writings, , whiclr 
older men need not blufh 
to own, and in an age when 
older men did not bluflt at 
fuch a profefion. 


C. fteeped tothe lips in 
poverty, entertained, long 
before he had lived 18 years, 
ideas, hopes, perfuafions (by 
labour andiatenfe fiudy, more 
truly Ais portion in this life 
than M.’s) of living to all 
eternity in the memory of 
Fame. 


Mr. Catcott and Mr. Bar- 
rett muft inform the world 
Rowley’s poems 
and his own together pros 
cured C. 28 fhillings. 


whether 


[ 


thor produced him indeed 
enough to be deprived of. 
four thoufand pounds by 
ill fortune, and to leave 
1+§ hundred pounds to his 
family. 

Phillips relates of M. 
from his own mouth, that 
‘his vein never happily 
*‘ flowed but from the au- 
** tumnal equinox to the 
€¢ vernal,’ ———-Richardfon 
writes, that ‘* his poetical 
‘¢ faculty would on. a fud- 
«© den rufh upon him with 
«¢ an impetus or zftrum.” 

M. when aman, feldom 
drank any thing ftrong— 
he ate with delicacy and 
temperance. 


M.'s hiftorians and 
grand-daughter admit his 
morofenefs to his children, 
and that he would not let 
them learn to write, 
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What is faid of Ce and 
of the moon’s effect upos 
hima, you havé read, 


C, when a boy, hardly 
ever touched meat, and 
drank only water; when 
a child he would. often 
refufe. to take any. thing 
but bread and water, even 
if it did happen that his 
mother had a hot meal, 
** becaufe he had a work 
‘in hand, and’ he muft 
‘©’ not make himfelf more 
“© ftupid than. God’ had 
‘¢ made him.” 

C.’s mother, his’ fitter, 
and’ his letters, can fpeak 
beft of his heart, and: of 
his wifhes that his fifter 
might learn every thing. 
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Into this parallel C,’s literary impofitions on 
mankind, and the circumftance of his carrying 
the fecret out of the world with him, are not 
éaken. 

Before I conclude this long ferawl, fuffer me 
to obferve, that the brother of him who wrote 
the Effay on the Genius of Pope (of whom 
both, whether defervedly or undefervedly, have 
received from the hands of Literature that in- 
dependence for which Chatterton courted her) 
might furely have concluded his criticifm on 
Rowley, without ftudying to heap fo many epi- 
thets of abhorrence upon that boy, whom at the 
fame time he feems to confider as Rowley, i. e. 
as the moft extraordinary inftance of genius the 
world ever faw. Warton finifhes with faying, 
‘that Chatterton was ‘‘an (1) adventurer, a pro- 
‘* fefled (2) hireling in the trade of literature, 
** full of (3) projects and invention, (4) artful, 
‘¢ (5) enterprifing, (6) unprincipled, (7) indi- 
‘gent, and (8) compelled to fubfift by expe- 
‘* dients.” (Addition to p. 164. Hitt. of Engl. 
Poetry, vol. ii.) That prophets are not ho- 
noured in their own country, [have heard; but 
I never till now knew that poets are fo little 
honoured in their own-gountry, and in their own 
proteflion. After all—of thefe epithets and 
phrafes 


ate 
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phrafes beftowed by the author of the Lriumph 
of Ifis, in the moft mature and charitable. part of 
his life, upon the juvenile author of Rowley’s 
poems, I. 2. 8. do not convey very fhocking 
ideas of criminality~3..4. 5. may be conftrued 
into praife—7. is not a very unpardonable fault 
in C, except that this, together with ambition, 
and adefire to provide for his. grand-mother, 
mother, and fifter, laid the foundation of the 
fix crimes already enumerated—6, is abfolutely 


falfe. 

With regard toC.’s face and perfon, all agree 
that he was a manly, good-looking-boy—that 
there was fomething about him which-inftanta- 
neoufly prepofleffed you in his» favour. Mr. 
Barrett and Mr. Catcott, as wellas all who re- 
member him, {peak particularly of his eye. Cat- 
eott fays he could never :Jook at it long enough 
to fee what fort of an-eye it-was; but it feemed 
to be a kind of a hawk’s eye, he ‘thinks; you 
could 4e his foul through it.—Mr. Barrett fays, 
he took particular notice*of his eyes from the 
nature of his profefiion. He never faw fuch. 
One was fill more remarkable than the other. 
You might fee the fire:roll at the bottom of 
‘them, as you fometimesido ina black eye, but 


1ever in grey ones, which his'were. Mr. Barrett 
adds 


adds, that he ufed often to fend for him from the 
charity-{chool (which is clofe to hishoufe) and 
differ from him in opinion, on purpofe to make 
him earneft, and to fee how wonderfully his eye 
would {trike fire, kindle, and blaze up. 

So ends what I have to fay about Chatterton, 
when I fhall have juft obferved that his innocent 
impofition on the world is exactly the ftory of 
M. Angelo’s buried {tatue of Cupid; and, finally, 
that Mifs More is oftener boafted by Briftol, and 
acquired more fame and wealth, for an Ode to 
Garrick’s dog, than ©. for all R.’s poems. Prefix 
to this letter, if you pleafe, the comforting difco~ 
very of Lord Shaftefbury in his Characteriftics, 
that—‘‘ an ingenious man never flarves unknown.” 
Such a being as C, fhould not have been fuffered 
to ftarve at all. But comfort like this is to be 
expected from ** Knights and Barons.” 

Bards may be Lords, but ’tis not in the cards, 

Play as you will, to turn Lords into Bards. 


‘The employment has been of the fervice to me 
you meant it fhould. In fome meafure I have 
forgotten myfelf, and, as much as it was poffible, 
forgotten my M. during the hours I have fpent 
upon this bufinefs, If the ftory be not told as re- 
gularly as it might, the fituation of my mind 
with regard to you muft be my excufe. Befide, 
were I cold enough to tell fuch a tale as Chat- 
Y terton’s 
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terton’s with as much regularity as I put a com- 
mon occurrence upon paper, I fhould defpife 
myfelf. All I fhall further add is, that I do not 
hold out Chatterton as the firft character in-the 
world. Anarmy of Macedonian and Swedith 
butchers, indeed, fly before him; nor does my 
memory fupply me with any human being who, 
at fuch an age, with fuch difadvantages, has pro- 
duced {uch compofitions.* Under the heathen 
mythology, fuperftition and admiration would 

* Mohammed, it is true, with hardy the ufual education 
of his illiterate tribe, unable (as was imagined, and he proe- 
tended) even to read or write, forged the KORAN ; which 
is to this day the moft elegant compofition in the Arabic 
language, and its ftandard of excellence. Upon the ar- 
gument of improbability, that a man fo illiterate fhould 
compofe a book fo admired, Mohammed artfully refted 
the: principal evidence of his Koran’s divinity. (Sale’s 
<‘ Koran,”’ P. Difcourfe, p. 42, 60.) He who, merely 
from improbability, denies Chatterton to be the author 
of Rowley’s Poems, muft go near to admit God to be the 
author of the Korax.—— But, before we compare together 
Chatterton and Mchammed, it fhould be remembered that 
M. was forty when he commenced prophet.—Perhaps the 
moft extraordinary circumftance about M. is that even fa- 
miliarity could not fubjeét him to contempt; that he con- 
trived to he a hero, and prophet, even to his wives and 
his valets de chambre. Even his fits of the epilepfy he 
converted into proofs of his divine miffion. It is pro- 
bable, that, if Mohammed had been lefs falacious, and not 
fubje&t to the falling ficknefs, out ef thirty equal divifions 
of the known world, whereof Chriftianity claims five, and 
Paganifm nineteen, the inhabitants of fix would not now 
believe in the Koraz, 
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have explained all by bringing Apollo upon 
earth. Nor would the god ever have defcended 
with more credit to himfelf. But, after all, the 
world is only indebted to Chatterton for a few 
inimitable poems. If barbarity and fanaticifm 
be fuffered to deftroy mankind, genius will write 
in vain, when there is none to read. To pre- 
ferve our fellow-creatures is ftill a greater praife 
than to inftruct or to amufe them. Perhaps, all 
circumftances confidered, the firft character that 


ever exifted was Bartholomew has Cafas. 


_ Let me conclude thefe tedious theets of paper 
with a moft capital fubject for a painter, from 
Chatterton’s tournament, which you may add to 
the fubjects I have before fuggefted to you. It 
will furprife you to find how very modern it is. 
“The advocates for Rowley muft explain this to 
you, if they can, and if R. has ftill any advo- 
cates; for I do affure you, as you will find by 
turning to the poem, that I have only altered 
four words, and thofe only by changing them 
for Chatterton’s words of explanation in his 
notes to the poem. 

When battle, fteaming with new-quicken’d gore, 

Bending with fpoils and bloody-++ dropping head, 


Did the dark wood of eafe and reft explore, 


Seeking to lie on pleafure’s downy bed 


t “ The helmet of Darydh dropped blood.” The 
Y 2 Hirlas, 
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rom her wood, 
vent 
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you got, I hope. 


y > 
Te Pe ee ee Ee Qj 
If you had not anfwered my laft but one, I 
Be fhanld certainty hax + ae ae at ee 1% : 
| ihould certainly have thrown this pundle of pa- 


pers into the fre. Since you are now a good 
girt again, I fend them to you.. May they af- 
ford you any thing like entertainment! It was 
but laft night I finifhed them.—Adieu.—Much 
as I dread the expedition, to-morrow I believe 
| mutt be the day, 
37 February, 79. 


ty EF “RBA See 
To the SAME. 


At fea—2zo February, 1779. 


My dear little angel ! I wrote my laft letter to 
you yefterday at 11 o’clock, juft when we failed. 


I dined 


Hirlas, by Chatterton, Town and Country Magazine, No- 

vember, p.§75-—To fuppofe C. to have intentionally im1- 
) tated, or ftolen from Rowley, is nonfenfe ; becaufe then he 
would have ftolen all R.’s poems, and paft them off for his 
own. Stronger refemblances than this might be pointed 
out between C’s things and (what will not much longer, 
itruft, be called) Rowley’s. One I have mentioned before. 
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I dined at two o’clock,. and, as for the afternoon, 
I had fome mufic. 1 have my own fervant on 
board that plays, and a couple of hands from 
London for the fix weeks Iam out. We were 
a good many atdinner, [had about nine people 
yefterday, and fhall have more when the reft of 
my fquadron join me. They ftaid with me till 
near feven. I got to fupper about g_ o'clock ; 
but I could not eat, and fo got to bed about 10. 
—J then prayed for you, my deareft love; kifled 
your deareft little hair; and lay down, and 
“dreamt of you; and had you on the dear little 
couch ten thoufands times in my arms, kifling 
you and telling you howmuch [ loved and adored 
you; and you feemed pleafed; but, alas, when 
I woke I found it all diMufion—no body by me 
but myfelf at fea.. I rofe by time, at half paft 
five, and went upon deck. There I found my 
friend Billy, and walked with him for about an 
hour, till Barrington cametome. Wethen break- 
fafted about 8-0’elock, and by g I began and ex~ 
ercifed the fhips under my command till 12. Itis 
now one, and when I finifh this letter to you, my 


dear love, I fhall.drefs and go to dinner. at two: 


o'clock. It is a rule on board to dine at 2, 
breakfaft at 8, and fup at 9g—always, if nothing 
hinders me, I fhall be a-bed by 10, or foon after, 


xy 3 anc: 
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and up by half paft five in the morning, in order 
tu have, if there is any oceafion, orders ready for 
eet under my command before I begin to 
exercife them.—Tam furetheaccountofthisday’s 
learure to you, my love; yet it 
have done ; and as I promifed 


duty can be no p 
is exactly what I 
you always to let aa ou know my motions and my 
thoughts, I have now performed my promife this 
day to you, and al ways will until the very laft 
fetter you fhall have from me, which will be be- 
tween s and 6 weeks hence. I fhall fend the 
roiralty sie that I am arrived at Spithead. 
(hen I fhall only wait for their anfwer, which 
will be with me in a few hours, to ftrixe my flag 
———and then I fhal] return to you that ray ae 

©’ my love, mad and happy beyond myfelf to 
tel! you how I love you and have thought of you 
ey erfince I have been feparated from you! The 
wind being contrary to- day about one, I put off 
dinner till three o’clock, in order to anchor fhips 
for this night in Portland road, juft off Wey- 
mouth, about 2 miics. [hope to fail to-morrow 
by 5 in the morning. JT hope you are well. I 
am fure { a not tell you | have had nothing in 
my thou, ohts but your dear felf, and long for the 
time to come atte avrain to you. I win, all the 
while, take care of myfelf becaufe you defire, my 
dear little friend does, the angel of my heart ! 


Pray 
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Pray do you take care of your dear felf for the 
fake of your faithful fervant, who lives but to love 
you, to adore you, and to blefs the moment that 
he has made you generous enough to own him. 
I hope, my dear, nay I will dare to fay, you never 
will have reafon to repent it. The wind was not 
fo contrary but we could have failed on: but I 
told Barrington that, as it was not fair, I would 
anchor, efpecially as [ could fend one of my fri- 
gatesin, for that I had difpatches of confequence 
to fend to London. Indeed, my dear angel, I 
need not tell you. I know you read the reafon 
too well that made me do fo. It was to write to 
you, for God knows | have wrote to none elfe, 
nor fhall I to any other but to the King. God 
blefs you, moft amiable and deareft little crea- 
ture living—aimons toujours, mon adorable pe- 
tite amour. 

Je vous adore plus que la vie mefme. 

I have been reading for about an hour this 
morning in Prior, and find thefe few lines, juft 
now, applicable to us. 


How oft had Henry chang’d his fly difeuife, 
Unmark’'d by all but beauteous Harriet’s eyes ; 
Oft had found means alone to fee the dame, 
And at her feet to breathe his am’rous flame; 
And oft the pangs of abfence to remove 

By letters, foft interpreters of léve, 
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Till time and induftry (the mighty two 
That bring our wifhes nearer to our view) 
| Made him perceive that the inclining fair 
y Receiv’'d his vows with no reluctant ear ; 
That Venus had confirm’d her equal reign, 
And dealt to Harriet’s heart a fhare of Henry’s pain. 


Such is my amufement to read thofe fort of 
things that puts me in mind of our mutual feel- 
ings and fituations. Now, God blefs you, till I 
fhall again have an opportunity of fending to you. 
I fhall write to you a letter a day as many days as 
you mils herein of me when I do they fhall all 
come Friday 16 June. God blefs—I tha’n’t for- 
get you. God knows you have told fo before 
{ have your heart, and-it les warm in my. breaft. 
I hope mine feels as eafy to you, thou joy of my 
life, Adieu. 


Well, my M.—how like you my pen to-day? 

Don’t you think Iam improved? In time! fhall 

come towrite fuch letters as may appear in print. 
Were you not furprifed to read a letter dated at 

fea; and to find me write about my fquadron, 

and the King, and the Lord knows what! 

a when we parted but yefterday within the bills 
ae of mortality.—Come, [’I] now put off my mafk. 
i The hopes you gave me yefterday of fo foon 
calling 


calling you mine, and to-day’s uncommon fine- 

nefs, had quite infpired me with good fpirits. A 
copy of the letter I have juft tranfcribed was 
siven me laft night; and, as I promifed to write 
to you to-day, I thought it would amufe you 
more than any thing I could fay. It has blood- 
royal in it, I affure you ; and Vll take my dzb/e 
sath of its authenticity. When you have nobody 
by you but yourfelf, {think it will make you laugh. 
Compare this King’s brother with my fexton’s 
fon; who, during the compofition of this letter, 
was writing Rowley’s poems. Where I could 
make it fenfe by ftopping it, I have. ‘The ori- 
ginal is all written poft. Cupid never {tops to 
bait. ‘Then he has no eyes, you know; which 
is an excufe for bad fpelling, and confufion in 
the fenfe. Poor blind boy! It’s very well he 
can contrive to write at all. With regard to 
fome of it, we are ftill in the dark ; but Lady G. 
made it out, I dare fay. Oh Love, almighty 
Love! with what eloquence does adoration of 
thee infpire thy votaries ! 

Now,inmyown character. — W hat you defired 
fo earneftly fhall certainly be done. As to the 
difparity of our years, what you faid about it 
yefterday did honour to your heart, but was all 
nothing to the purpofe. My mind is made up. 
Befides, [knew your age all along. Do you re- 

member 
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member fome fufficiently bald poetry, with the 
reading of which | taxed your patience when I 
was quartered at *Huntingdon, I believe? May 
I be hanged, drawn, and quartered, if I did not, 
at the time I wrote it, know as well as yourfelf 
how many years you were older than I! But J 
well knew you were not acquainted with my age ; 
which, by thofe lines, I hoped to conceal from 
you. Then I thought, if you fhould fufpe& or 
come to know I was younger than you, that 
though the idea (as you will fee, unlefs you have 
committed them to the flames they merit) turns, 
in fact, upon our being born in the fame year, on 
the fame day almoft yet, that you might take 
it to turn upon the circumftance of our birth- 
days happening almoft together; and fo over- 
look, in confidering the nearnefs of our birth- 
days, the difparity of our ages. 


But it’s ufelefs to fay a word more to me on 
this fubject—all you pointed out I fee—and I am 
determined. Remember Ninon. ‘You are not 
quite old enough to be my mother. 


* See Letter XVII he Editor cannot but obferve, 
that if Mr. H. had not, in this fubfequent letter, by the 
mereft accident in the world, explained thofe lines, they 
would have thrown an unjuft fafpicion of fuppofititiou{nefs 
on this whole volume, and few people would have be- 
lieved thole letters to have been genuine, from one of 
which it was fo clear that H. was fe very ignorant of 
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By the day after to-morrow | hope to be able 
to tell you your bufinefs is done.—-Of that fong 
which I gave you fome time ago, and with which 
you are often kind enough to treat me, I have 
difcovered the author. You know what I mean 
—<* When your beauty appears, &c.” It was 
written by the elegantly-fimple Parnell. 

Let me to-day fend you another, which, as I 
never heard you fing it, I fuppofe you have never 
feen—otherwife, from what I know of your tafte, 
it muft have been your favourite. 


The moans of the foreft after the battle of Flodden-field, 


I have heard a lilting, at the ewes milking, 

A’ the laffes lilting before break of day ; 

But now there’s a moaning, in ilka green loning, 
Since the flowers of the foreft are weeded away ; 


Zat 


Lilting] Singing chearfully, with a brifk lively air, ina 
ftyle peculiar to the Scots; whofe mufic, being compofed 
for the bagpipe, jumps over the difcordant notes of the 2d 
and 7th, in order to prevent the jarring which it would 
otherwife produce with the drone or bafs, which conftantly 
founds an o¢tave to the key note. Hence this kind of com- 
pofition is commonly ftiled a Scotch i/#.—< AT Ah pen 
‘ Ika] Each.—* Loning] Lane; a word ftil} in ufe in the 
northera parts. The word green is peculiarly emphati- 
cal; grown over with grafs, by not being frequented.— 
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At bughts in the morning, nae blythe lads are {corningy 
Our laffes wre lonely, and dowie, and wae: 
Nae daffing, nae gabbing, but fighing and fobbing. 
Tika lafs lifts her leglin, and hies her away. 

In haxt% at the fhearing, nae {fwankies are jeering, 
Our banfters are wrinkled and lyard and grey : 

At a fair or a preaching, nae wooing, nae fleetchings 
Since the flowers of the foreft are weeded away. 

At e’en in the glooming, nae youngfters are roaming 
"Bout ftacks with the laffes at boggles to play ; 
But ilka lafs fits dreary, lamenting her deary, 
Since the flowers of the foreft are weeded away. 

Dool and wae fa’ the order—fent our lads to the border! 
The Englifh for once by a guile won the day: 

The flowers of the foreft, that fhone aye the foremoft, 
‘The pride of our land now ligs cauld in the clay! 

We'll ha’ nae mair lilting, at the ewes milking, 
Our women and bairns now fit dowie and wae: 
There's nought heard but moaning m iJka green loning, 
Since the flowers of the foreft are weeded away. 


¢ Bughts| Circular folds, where the ewes are milked——~ 
« Scorning| Bantering, jeering.—* Dowie] Dowly, foli- 
tary.—‘ Wae] Full of woe or forrow.—‘ Daffing] Wag- 
gifh fporting.—* Gabbing ) Jeftingly prating, talking gib- 
ble-cabble.—* Legliz] Can, or milking-pail.—“Swankies] 


aa 


Swains.—* Banfiers] Bandfters, binders-up of the fheaves. 
—‘ Lyard| Hoary: being all old men.—A preaching] A 
preaching in Scotland is not unlike a country fair.— 
© Fleetching| Fawning, flattering. —Gloming.] Glimmer- 
wilight.—Do you remember Chatterton’s note on 
glommed, in my letter about him?—-* Dool] Dolour, for- 
row.--' Wae fa} Woe befal, evil betide* Ligs] Lies.’ 
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ET TER’ LIN: 


To the Same. 


24th February, 177. 

Since we parted yefterday I have thought 2 
good deal of what we talked about. Though I 
did not promife to write to you till to-morrow, 
I take up my pen you fee this morning, The 
bufinefs that is to forward our marriage (which 
can alone make me happy, and remove that me- 
Jancholy you obferve) cannot be done till the 
‘evening—fo I may as well {pend this morning 
in talking to you upon paper. 

The manner in which you account for the 
felf-deftruGtion of that moft wonderful boy 
Chatterton is phyfical, I affure you, as well as 
fenfible. ‘Tiffot, in his Eflay on the Difeafes. 
incident to Literary Perfons, {tarts fome ideas 
‘yery much like yours, only they are wrapped 
up in harder words. You fhall fee: 

When the mind, long time occupied, has forcibly im- 
preffed an a€tion ‘upon the brain, fhe is unable to repre{s 
that forcible ation. ‘The fhock continues after its caufe ; 
and, re-acting upon the mind, makes it experience ideas 
which are truly delirious: for they no longer anfwer to 
the external impreffions of objects, but to the internal dif 
pofition of the brain, fome parts of which are now become 
incapable to receive the new movements tranfmitted to it 


by the fenfes, 
Y, The 
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The brain of Pafchal was fo vitiated by pafling his life 
in the laborious exercifes of ftudy, thought, and imagi- 
nation, that certain fibres, agitated by inceflant motion, 
made him perpetually feel a fenfation which feemed to be 
excited by a gulph of fire fituated on one fide of him; and 
his reafon, overpowered by the diforder of his nerves, could 
never banifh the.idea of this fiery abyfs.  Spinello painted 
thefall of the rebel angels, and gave fo fierce a countenance 
‘~o Lucifer, that he-was {truck withhorror himfelf; and 
during the remainder of his life; his imagination-was-conti- 
nually haunted by the figure of.that demon, upbraiding him 
with having made his portrait fo hideous. Gafpar Barlzus, 
the orator, poet, and phyfician, was not ignorant of thefe 
dangers. He warned his friend Hughens againft them : 
but, blind with regard to himfelf, by immoderateftudies he 
fo weakened his brain, that he thought his body was made 
of butter, and carefully fhunned the fire, left it hhould melt 
-him; til atlaf, worn out with his continual fears, he leapt 
into a well. Peter Jurieu, fo famous in theological di{- 
pute, and for his Commentary on theApocal ypfe, difordered 
his brain in fuch a manner that, though he thought like 
a man of fenfe in other refpeéts, he was firmly perfuaded 
his frequent fits of the cholic were occafionedby a con- 
ftant engagement between feven horfemen who were fhut 
up in‘his belly. There have been many inftances of literary 
perfons who thought themfelves metamorphofed into lan- 
terns ; and who complained of having loft their thighs. 


‘No one ean deny that Chatterton muft have 
gone through as much.wear and tear.of the ima- 
gination.as any perfon Titlot.mentions. But 
{ would give a good deal, were it poffible for me 
never 


[ 255 J 

never again to think about Chatterton, or about 
his death, as long as I live—for I never do-with- 
out being miferable. 

What you let fall about the propenfity of the 
Englifh to fuicide, is not true; though a very 
popular idea. And yet I will relate to you, in 
the words of another perfon, an inftance of 
Englifh fuicide much more cool and deliberate 
than any you ever heard, I dare fay. It is a fact, 
and happened in 1732. 


Richard Smith, a bookbinder, and prifoner for debt with- 
in the liberties of the King’s-Bench, perfuadedhis wife to 
follow his example, in making away with herfelf, after they 
had murdered their little infant. This wretched pair were, 
inthe month of April, found hanging in their bed-chamber 
at‘about a yard’s diftance from each other; andin a feparate 
apartment, the child lay deadin acradle. They left two 
papers inclofed in a fhort letter to their landlord, whofe 
kindnefs they implored in favour of their dog and cat. 
They even left money to the porter who fhould carry the 
inclofed papers to the perfon to whom they were addreffed, 
In one of thefe the hufband thanked that perfon for the 
marks of friendfhip he had received at his hands; and 
complained of thell offices he had undergone from a diffe- 
rent quarter. The other papers, fubfcribed by the hufband 
and wife, contained the reafons which induced them to act 
fuch a tragedy on themfelves and their offspring. This lete 
ter was altogether furprifing for the calm refolution, the 
good humour, and the propriety, with which it was written. 
They declared, that they withdrew themfelyes from poverty 
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rags; evilsthat, through a train of unlucky accidente,. 


were become inevitable. They appealed to their neigh- 
hours for the induftry with which they had endeavoured 
to earn a livelihood. They juftified the murder of their 
child, by faying, it was lefs cruelty to take her with themy 
than to leave her friendlefs inthe world, expofed to igno- 
rance and mifery. They profeffed their belief and con - 
fidence in an Almighty God, the fountain of goodnefs 
and beneficence, who could not poffibly take delight in 
he mifery of his creatures: they therefore refigned up 


their lives to him without any terrible apprehenfions; fub- 
mitting themfelves to thofe ways, which, in his goodnefs, 
he fhould appoint after death.—_—T hefe unfortunate fui- 
cides had been always induftrious and frugal, invincibly 
honeft, and remarkable for conjugal affection. * 


This tragedy I have fhown you, becaufe f 
think France, lively France, in whofe language 
{uicide is an Anglicifm, can fupply me with an 
anecdote as authentic of fomething ftill more 
cool and more deliberate, fince the motives to 
the crime (to which no motive can be fuffi- 


ciently ftrong) were fo much weaker. 


On the day before Chriftmas-day, 1773, about 
eleven e’clock, two foldiers came to the Crofs- 
Bow Inn at St. Dennis, and ordered dinner. Bor- 
deaux, one of the foldiers, went out and bought a 
little paper of powder, and a couple of bullets, 
gbferving to the perfon who fold them to him, 


that St. Dennis feemed to be fo pleafant a place, 
he 
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he fhould not diflike to fpend the remainder off 
his life there. Returning to the inn, he and his 
companion pafled the day together very merrily. 
On Chriftmas-day they again dined as merrily, 
ordered wine, and about five o’clock in the 
afternoon, were found by the fire, on breaking 
open the door, fitting on the oppofite fides of 
a table, whereon were three empty champaign 
bottles, the following will and letter, and a half 
crown. They were both fhot through the head ; 
two piftols lay upon the floor. The noife of the 
piftols brought up the people of the houfe, who 
immediately fent for M. de Rouilleres, the com- 
mandant of the maréchauflée at St. Dennis. 

The will I tranflated myfelf from a formal 
copy, which was taken for a friend-of mine at 
St. Dennis, in 1774. 


sPrcAT YY Lb tas 

A man who knows he is to die, fhould take care'to do. 
every thing which his furvivors can wifh him to have done. 
We are more particularly in that fituation.. Our inten- 
tion is to prevent‘uneafinefS to our hoit, as well as to 
lighten the labours of thofe whom curiofity, under pretence. 
of form and order, will bring hither ta:pay us vifits. 

Humain is the bigger, and I, Bordeaux, am the leffer 
of.the two. 

He is drum-major of meftre de camp des dragons, and 
I am fimply a dragoon of Belzunce. 

Death is a paflace. I addrefs to the gentleman of the 
law of St, Dennis (who, with his firft clerk as affiftant, 
Z-% my t 
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muft come hither for the fake of juftice) the principle, 
which, joined to the reflexion that every thing muft have 
an end, put thefe piftols into our hands, The future pre- 
{ents nothing to us but what is agreeable---Yet that fire 
ture is fhort, and muft end. 

Humain is but 24 years of. age; as for me, J have not 
yet completed four luftres. No particular reafon forces 
us to what f our career, except the difouft we feel at 
exifting for a moment. under the continual on of 
ceafing to exift. An et ternity is the point of re-union ; a 
longing after which leads us to prevent the defpotic a& of. 
fate. In fine, diiguft of life is our fole inducement to 
quit it. 

Tf all thofe who are wretched would dare to diveft them- 
felves of prejr dice, and to look their deftruction in the 
face, they would fee it is as eafy to lay afide exiftence as 
to throw off an old coat, the colour of which difpleafes. 
‘The proof of this may be referred to our experience. 

Wre have e: yee every gratification in life, even that 
of obliging our fellow-creatures. Wecould ftill procure to 
ourfelves gx aelicartinte : butall gratifications muft have a 
period. That period is our poifon. _ We are difgufled at 
the perpetual famenefs of the fcene. Thecurtain is drop- 
ped; and we leave our parts to thofe who are weak enough 
to fee] an inclination to play them a few hours Jonger. 

‘Two or three grains of powder will foon break the 
{prings of this moving mafs. of flefh, which our haughty. 
ellow-creatures ftile the King of Beings. 


al 


Meflrs. the officers of juftice, our carcafes are at your 
difcretion. We defpife them too much to give ourfelves 
any trouble about what.becomes of them. 

As to what we fhall leave behind us—for myfelf, Bor- 
dcaux, I give to M. de Rouilleres, commandant of the. 
miare- 
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maréchauffée at St. Dennis, my fteel-mounted fword: He 
willrecolleét, that, laft'year, about this very day, as he was 
conducting a recruit, he had-the civility to grant mea fa- 
vour for a perfon of the name of St. Germain, who had 
offended him. } 

The maid of the inn will'take my pocket and neck- 
handkerchiefs, as well as the filk ftockings which I sow: 
Have on, and aJl my other linen whatever, 

The reft of our effeéts will be fufficient to pay the exs 
pence of the ufelefs law proceedings of which we fhall be 
the fubjeét. 

The half crown upon the table will pay for the lat bottle 
of wine which we are going to drink. 

At St. Dennis, Bordeaux. 
Chriftmas-day, 1773. Humain. 


Of the follovzing letter from Bordeaux to his. 
hieutenant in the regiment of Belzunce, I have 
not feen the French; I cannot therefore anf{wer 
for the tranflation, which does not appear to. 
have been done carefully. Another friend fup= 


plied me with it. You fhall have it as I had it 
from him. 


se Sir, 


During my refidence at Guife, you honoured me with: 
your friendfhip. Jt is time that I thank you. You have 
often told me I appeared difpleafed with my fituation., I¢ 
was fincere, but not abfolutely true. I have fince examined 
my(elf more ferioufly, and acknowledge myfelf entirely 
difgufted with every ftate of man, the whole world, and 
myfelf, From, thefe difcoyeries a confequence fhould be 
drawn > 
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drawn: if difgufted with the whole, renounce the whole. 
The calculation is not long. Ihave made it without the 
aid of geometry. In fhort, I am on the point of putting 
an end.to the exiftence that I have poflefled for near twenty 
years, fifteen of which it has been a burden to me; and, 
from the moment that I write, a few grains of powder will 
deftroy this moving mafs of flefh, which we vain mortals 
call the King of Beings. 

«¢ Towe no one an-excufe. I deferted, that was a crime; 
but I am going to punifh it; andthelaw will be fatisfied. 

‘6 Tafked leave of abfence from my fuperiors, to have the 
pleafure of dying at my eafe. They never condefcended 
to give me an anfwer. This ferved to haften my end. 

«< ¥ wrote to Bord to fend you fome detached pieces I 
left at Guife, which I beg you to accept. You will find 

they contain fome well-chofen literature. Thefe pieces 
will follicit for me a place in your remembrance. 
<6 Adieu, my-dear. lieutenant! continue your efteem 

for St. Lambert and Dorat. As forthe reft, fkip from 
flower to flower, and acquire the fweets of-all knowledge, 
and enjoy every pleafure. 

«¢ Pour moi, j’arrive au trou 

s Qui n’échappe ni fage, ni fou, 

‘«¢ Pour aller je ne fgais ou. 

<t If we exift after this life, and it is forbidden to quit 
it without permiffion, I will endeavour to procure one mo- 
ment to inform you of it; if not, I fhould advife all thofe 
who are unhappy, which is by farthe greateft part of man- 
kind, to follow my example. 

‘© When you receive this letter, I fhall have been dead 
at leaft 24 hours, 

With efteem, &c. 
Bordeaux.” 


Is 
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Ts there any thing like this in Englith ftory ? 
If we exift after this life—Ah, my brave Bor# 
leaux, that is the queftion ; and a queftion whicly 
even you could not anfwer in the negatives 
There’s the retrofpect 


That makes calamity of fo tong life, 

For who would bear the whips and the {Corns o’th’timegg 

The pangs of defpifed love, | 
(which I could never bear), 


ren The law's delay, 

The infolence of office, and the fpurns 
Which patient merit of th’unworthy takes ? 

_ But that the dread of fomething after death 
Puzztfes the will, 

And. makes us.rather bear thofe ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of. 

The pains thefe two poor fellows took (or rae 
ther Bordeaux, for he feems to have been the 
principal) to prevent any trouble or uneafinefs to 
their furvivors, lead me to reflect how very uni 
formly the contrary is the conduct of fuicides 
with us. Onewould fometimes almoft fancy that 
they ftudied how they might commit the abomi- 
nable crime fo as to be found by thofe whom the 


difcovery would moft afte. Have they wives,, 


children? It muft be done fometimes in their pre- 
fence, in bed with them; often in their hearing; 


almoft al ways in fuch a manner that they may be- 


the firft {peftators of it. Mr. Y. Lord F. Mr.5. 
Lord 


Renee she mite 
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Eord C. Mr. B. are cruel inftances of: this. 
Oh: for Omnipotence to call fuch favages back 
to. life, and chain them to the hardeft tafks of 
exiftence! Is not the crime of fuicide fufficient, 
without adding to it the murder of aheart-broken 
wife or child? Hence you may, perhaps, draw 
am argument that every fuicide is a madman. 
For my part, I have no doubt of it; and if Hu- 
main had fallen intothe hands of a friend lefs 
mad than Bordeaux, he might have lived to have 
fought another day. 

And here-ends a long, dull Ietter, about: a 
fhort, entertaining converfation (on your part at 
leaft). Don’t ftay long out of town, or I fhall 
write you madder notes than you received du- 
ring the week I was employed on. the letter 
about Chatterton. When I think of you, Iam 
mad. What muft I be when I have reafon to 
think (or fancy fo) that you-don’t think. of me? 
G. is gone. 


L. Esl Tye aes 
To the SAME. 

1 March, 1779. 

‘Though.we meet to-morrow, I muft write you 
two words to-night, juft to fay, that I have all 
the hopes in the world ten days, at the utmoft, 
will complete the bufinefs.. When that is done, 
your 
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your only objection is removed along with your 
debts ; and we may, furely, then’ be happy, and 
be fo foon. Ina month, or fx weeks at furtheft, 
from this time, I might certainly call you mine. 
Only remember that my charaéfer, now I have 
taken orders, makes expedition neceflary. By 
to-night’s poft | fhall write into Norfolk about 


the alterations at eur parfonage.— I o-morrow.— 


G.’s friendfhip is more thanI can ever return. 


BT Ee Ee LV. 


To CHARLES 


gia. 
‘20 March, 1779. 
“Your coming to town, my dear friend, will 
anfwernoend. G. has been fuch a friend to me, 
it is not pofible to doubt her information. 
What intereft has fhe to ferve? Certainly none. 
Look over the letters, with which I have fo pef- 
tered you for thefe two years, about this bufinefs. 
Look at what I have written to you about G. 
fince I returned from Ireland. ‘She ‘can only 
mean wellto me. Be not apprehenfive. Your 
friend will take no ftep ‘to difgrace himfelf. 
What I fhall do I knownot. ‘Without her I do 
not think I can exift. Yet I will be, you fhall 
{ce, a man, as well asalover. Should there be a 


rival, 
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rival, and fhould*te merit chaftifement, I know 
you'll be my friend. But PH have ocular proof 
of every thing before I believe. 

Your’s ever. 


L ET. 1. 2a eee 


To the Same. 
‘6 April, 1776. 

Itficnifies not. Your reafoningI admit. De- 
{pair goads ‘me on. ‘Death only can relieve 
me. By what I wrote yefterday, you mutt fee 
my refolution was taken. Often have I made 
ufe of my key to let myfelf into the A. that I 
might die at her feet. She gave it me as the 
key of love—Little did fhe think it would ever 
prove the key of death. But the lofs of Lady H. 
keeps Lord S. within. 

My dear Charles, is it pofiible forme to doubt 
G.’s information? - were flaggered by 
the account I gave you of what pafied between us 
in the Park. What then hag I to do, who only 
lived when fhe loved me, but ceafe to live now 
fhe ceafes to love? The propriety of fuicide, its 
cowardice, its crime—I have nothing todo with 
them. All I pretend to prove or to difprove is 
_ my mifery, andthe pofiibility of my-exifting un- 
der 
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der it. Enclofed are the latted ye wotds ahd 
confeffion of poor Captain J. who deftroyed him~ 
felf not long ago, But thefe lines are not the 
things which have determined me. There are 
many defeéts in the reafoning of them, though 
none in the poetry. His motives are not 
mine, nor are his principles mine. His ills I 
could have borne. He told me of his induce~ 
ment, poor fellow! ButI refufed to allow them, 
Little did I imagine that I fhould ever have in- 
ducements, as I now have, which I muff allow. 
Thefe extraordinary lines are faidto be his. Yet, 
from what I knew of him, I am flow to believe it. 

hey ftrike me as the production of abilities far 
fuperior to his; of abilities fent into the world 
for fome particular purpofe, and which Provi- 
dence would not fuffer to quit the world in fuch 
a manner. 

Till within this month, till G.’s information, 
I thought of felf-murder as you think of it, No- 
thing now is left for me but to leap the world to 


come. Ifit bea crime, asI too much fear, and 
we are accountable for our paffions, I muft ftand 
the trial and the punifhment. My invention can 
paint no punifhment equal towhat I fuffer here. 
Think of thofe paffions, my friend thoie 


paffions of which you have fo often, fincel knew 
Aa Mifs 
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Mifs -——, fooken to me and written to me. If 
you will not let me fly from my mifery, will you 
not let me fly from my paffions? They are a 
pack of bloodhounds which will inevitably tea 
metopieces. My carelefinefs has fyffered them 
to overtake me, and now there is no poffibility, 
but this, of efcaping them.—T he hand of Nature 
heaped up every fpecies of combuftible in my 
bofom. ‘The torch of Love has fet the heap cn 
fire. I muft perifh in the fames. At firft I 


might perhaps have extinguifhed them now 


they rage too fiercely. /fthey can be fmothered, 


J 
} Q 


they can never be got Pa hd Suppofe they 
fhould confume any other perfon belide my(etf. 
And who is he will anfwer for paflions fuch as 
mine?—At prefent, | am innocent. 


—~ a 


Did you ever read D’Arnaud? Let me tell you 


aftory i found in him the other day. It made 
me fhudder at the precipice on which J ftand. 
It determined me to {hut the adamantine gates 


a 
of death apainit polhbility. 


Salvini, an Italian (no Enelifhman cevld commit his 
crime), i whofe mind my mind difcovered its relation, be- 
comes mtimate with Ad ielfor 1, el Englifhman of fertune, at 


Rome. Salvini accompanies him to England, and is intro- 


duced by him toMrs. Rivers and her daughter, his intended 
wite. Adelfon introduced a rivaland a —— bur you thall 
. aloe Me ie \ : 

hear. Love, who had-never fore been able to conquer 
Salvin), now tyranuized over him, as cruelly as he has ty- 
rannized 


L 
rannized over me. »The tale is well worked up. Love leads 
his victim, by degrees, from one crime to another; til], at 
laft, onthe day fixed for Nelly’s marriage with Adelfon, 
Salvini murders her, and endeavours to murder himfelf. 
The attendants preferve him, a further victim to juftice. 
He is committed to Newgatecondemned to death. Adel- 
fon bribes a jailor to afford Salvini that opportunity to 
efcape, which he twice refufes. He fatisfles human juftico 
by fuffering at Tyburn. Adelfonand Mrs. Rivers increafe 
his crime, by dying of grief in confequence of it.* 


Oh Charles—~Charles—as yet thy H. is no 
Salvini. Nor will I murder any but myfelf,— 
As yet the devil has not tempted me to plunge 


sap 


* When firft read thisletter I had never heard of D’Ar- 
naud. J now enquired for fuch a writer. Still I could not 
credit Mr. H. Who could believe that poor H.’s ftory 
fhould be related fo many years before it happened, under 
the name of Salvini? But fo it is. (Epreuves du fentimeént, 
par M. D’Arnaud. Maeftricht, 1774. Tome 3. ror.) 
The circumftance is fo remarkable,that a note anhourlone 
might be written upon it, If H.’s ftory be more complete 
than Salvini’s, 1tdoes but fhow that Natureis a better writer 
than D’Arnaud. He yields, yet yields only to her pen; and 
even Nature appears to have borrowed from D’Arnaud.— 
‘What a compliment!” the reader fays——‘* What a 
6 writer, to deferve fuch a compliment!” adds the Editor. 

Before poor H. concludes this letter, there is an allufion 
to the moit fngular feene which Roufleau has fo wonder- 


fully painted, La nouvelle Helaife, Lettre 17. 
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my Elvife along with me into the unfathomable 
depths of deftruction.. ‘Take the Jines | men- 


tioned. ‘They are too good for the bad caufe 


they were written to defend.—-My watch | have 
{ealed up for you: wear it fur my fake. Crop 
has been a faithful fervant to me, accept of him ; 
and when he is too old tocarry you, let him have 
the run of your park. He once (how happy was 
I that day !)—he once bere the precious burden 
of her for whomI die. Already have I bid you 
folemnly farewel. It fhall not be repeated. 

While I do live, Your own Py 


Averfe from life, nor well refolv’d to die, 

Us'd but to murmur, I retain my breath— 
Yet pant, enlarg’d from this dull world, to try 
The hofpitable, though cold, arms of death. 


What future joys fhould bidme with to live? 
What flattering dreams of better days remain? 
What profpect can obfcure exiftence give, 

# recompence for penury and pain ? 


Ys there an hope that o’er this unton’d frame 
Awaken’d health her wonted glow fhall fpread ? 
Is there a path to pleafure, wealth, or fame, 
Which ficknefs, languor, and remorfe ¢an tread ? 


Then wherefore fhould I doubt? what fhould I fear? 
Why for a moment longer bear my evict? 

Behold! my great deliyerer is near! 

Intmediate as I with, his prompt relief. 

OQ inftance 


E Reg 


O inftance ftrange of free, but blinded will,. 
Difcufs’d fo much, fo little underftood, 

To bear the certainty of prefent ill, 

Before the uncertain chance of ill or good! 


But what that chance? Why, be it what it may.;: 


Still *tis a chance: and here my woes are fure, 
Yet think thefe woes are forrows of a day, 
While thofe to all eternity endure.— 


Think on the horrors of eternal pain ! 
Imagination ftartles at the name ; 

Nor can imprefs upon the labouring brain 
Duration endlefs full, and (till the fame.---- 


Well haf thou faid—nor can it be imprefs’d. 
Hath blind credulity that abject flave, 

Who thinks his nothingnefs, for ever blefs’d,. 
Shall hold eternal trrumph o’er the grave ? 


When oceans ceafe to roll, rocks melt away, 
Atlas and /&tna fink into the plain, 

The glorious fun, the elements decay, 

Shall man, creation’s flimfieft work, remain ? 


What fhall remain of man?—this outward frame ® 
Soon fhall it moulder to its native duft---- 

Or haply that unbodied fubtle flame 

Which occupies and’ animates. the buff > 


Let but a finger ache, the kindred foul 

Its intimate alliance fhall perceive: 

Let ultimate deftruétion grafp the whole,. 
The foul immortal and unchane’d fhall live; 


Aay 


[ ome 7 
Stop bnt one conduit, and the tone is loft ;— 
But burft each pipe, and tear up every key, 
Then fhall the decompofed organ’s ghoft 
Swell the loud peal of endlefs harmony. 


So fhall that quality, whofe powers arife 
F’rom various parts by niceft art arrang’d, 
With every fhock they fuffer fympathize; 

But after their deftruction live unchang’d. --- 


So much for argument—the legends vain 
Of priettly craft reach not th’ingenuous migd— 
Let knaves invent, and folly will maintain, 
The wildeft fytem that deludes mankind. 
Did there exift the very hell they paint; 
Were there the very heaven they defire ; 

Iweie hard to choofe, a devil or a faint, 
Eternal fing-fong or eternal fire. 


Ye idle hopes of future joys, farewel! 
Farewel ye groundlefs fears. of future woe! 
Lo, the fole argument on which to dwell; 


Shall I, or hall I not, tiis life forego ! 


iknow the ftorm that waits my dettin’d head, 
The trifling joys:/I yet may hope to reap, 
The momentary pang I have to dread, 

The ftate of undifturb’d, undreaming fleep-— 


‘Then all is known—and all is known too well, 
Or to diftraé&t, or to delay my choice: 
No hopes folicit, and no fears rebel 
Again mine ultimate, deteymin’d voice, 
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Had I fufpicions that a future ftate 
Might yet exift, as haply I have none— 
>T were worth the coft, to venture on my fate, 
Impell’d by curiofity alone. . 


Sated with life, and amply gratify’d 

In every varied pleafure life can give, 
One fole enjoyment yet remains untry’d, 
One only novelty—to ceafe to live. 


Not yet reduc’d a fcornful alms to crave, 

Not yet of thofe with whom I liv’d the {port; | 

No great man’s pander, parafite, or flave— 
- © Death, I feek thy hofpitable port. : 

Thou, like the virgin in her bridal theat, \ § | 

Seemeft prepar’d, confenting, kind, to’lie; * 


The happy bridegroom I, with hafty feet, 
Fly to thine arms 1a rapt’rous extafy. 


BuBGE i1BeB ie Ros LYE | 
To Mr. B 


7 April, 1779 


4 a 


My dear F. 

When this reaches you I fhall be no more, but 
do not let my unhappy fate diftrefs you teo 
much. I ftrove againft it as long as poffible, 
but it now overpowers me. You know where 
my affections were placed; my having by fome 
means 
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means or other loft her’s (an idea which I could 
not {upport) has driven me to madnefs. The 
world will condemn me, but your heart will pity 
me. God blefs you, my dearF. Would I had 
a ium of money to leave you, to convince you of 
my great regard! You were almoft my only 
friend. 1 have hid one.circumftance from you, 
which gives me great pain. I owe Mr. W. of 
Gofport one hundred pounds, for which he has 
the writings of my houfes; but I hope in God, 
when theyare fold,and all other matters col!eGed, 
there will be nearly enough to fettle your ac- 
count. May almighty God blefs youand your’s, 
with comfort and happinefs; and may you ever 
be a ftranger to the pangs I now feel! May Hea- 

ven protect my beloved woman, and forgive this 
act, which alone could relieve me from a world of 
mifery | have long-endured! Qh! if it fhould 

be in your power to do her any act of friendhhip, 

remember your faithful friend, Pas 8 


LE OT. Tb Rogie ae. 


To CHARLES 


» Efq, 


Tothill-fields, 
8 April, I779- 
I am alive—and fhe is dead. I {hat her, and 


not myfelf. Soine of her blood and brains is fill 
upon 


aye 
upon my cloaths. I don’t.afk you to fpeak to mie, 
J don’t afk you to look at me. Only comehither, 
and bring me a little poifon; fuch as is ftrong 
enough. Upon my knees, | beg, if your friend- 
fhip for me ever was fincere, do, do, bring me 
fome poifon. 


bebe pray sere Ea a 
‘To the SAME. 


9 April, 793 

Your note juft now; and the long letter I re- 
ceived at the fame time, which fhould have found 
me the day before yefterday, have changed my 
refolution. The promife you defire, I moft fo- 
Jemnly give you. IT willmake no attempt upon 
my life. Had I received your comfortable let- 
ter when you meant I fhould, I verily do not 
think this would have happened. 

Pardon what I wrote to you about the poifon. 
Indeed I am too compofed for any fuch thing 
now. Nothing fhould tempt me. My death is 
all the recompence I can make to the laws of my 
country. Dr. V.has fent me fome excellent ad- 
vice, and Mr. H. has refuted all my falfe argu- 
ments. Even fuch a being as I finds friends, 


Oh, 
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Oh, that my feelings and his feelings would 

letme fee my dearef friend. Then’ I would 
tell you how this happened, 


Li 3. 2 eee 
To the SamE. 


Newgate, 
14 April, 1779. 
My beft thanks for all your goodnefs fince 
this day fe’nnight. h, Charles,’ this is about 
the time. I cannot write. 


LLL SEY foe ES 


My trial comes on either Friday or Saturday. 
It will be indeed a trial. God (whom I have fo 
outraged) can alone tell how I fhall go through 
it. My refolution is not fixed as yet about 
pleading guilty. The arguments by which they 
tell me I may efcape that death fomuch my due, 
I certainly will not fuffer to be ufed. “My pre- 
fent fituation of mind you may collect from the 
enclofed copy of what I mean to fay, 1f I conti- 
nue in the refolution,in which I yefterday wrote 
you word I was, of pleading not guilty. 


‘¢ My Lord, 


sé My Lord, 

I fhould not have troubled the Court with the exami- 
nation of witnefles to fupport the charge acainft me, had 
I not thought the pleading guilty to the indiment would 
give an indication of contem ning death, not fuitable to my 
prefent condition ; and would, in fome me afure, make me 
acceilary to a fecond peril of my life. And I likewife 
thought that the juftice of my country ought to be fatisfied, 
by fuffering my offences to be proved, and the faét to be 
eftablithed by evidence. 

IT fiand here the moft wretched of human beings! and 
confefs myfelf criminal in a high degree. I acknowledge 

th aes and repentance that my determination againtt 
my own life was formal and complete. I protef, with that 
regard to truth which becomes-my fituation, that the will to 
deftroy her, who was ever dearer to me than life,was never 
mine until a momentary frenzy overcame me, and induced 
me to commit the deed I deplore.--’The letter whickI meant 
for my brother-in-law, after my deceafe, will have its due 
weight, as to this point, with good men. 

Betore this dreadful a&, I trutt, nothing will be found in 
the tenor of my life, which the common charity of man- 
kind will not readily excufe. I have no with to avoid the 
punithment which the taws of my country appoint for my 
crime; out, being already too unhappy to feel a punifhment 
in deaih,. or a fatisfaction in life, I {ubmit mylelf to the 
difpofitl and judgment of Almighty God, and tothe confe- 
quences of this enquiry into my conduét and intention.” 


Whatever the world may think, you, I know, 
believe that | had no intention againft her till the 


very ifiant. The account I wrote to you of the 
fhocking 
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fhocking bufinefs fince it happened, was the real 
truth. AllTuefday, after I had finifhed my letter to 
you, Lin vain fought foran opportunity to deftroy 
myfelfin her prefence, So, again, on the Wed- 
nefday, all the morning. In the afternoon, after 
dining at poor B.’s, | faw Lord S’s coach pafs by 
the Cannon Coffee-houfe, where I was watching 
for it. 1 followed it to G.’s (inhuman, and yet 
not guilty, G.!) From her houfe I faw it take 
them to the play. Now, I was determined; and 
went to my lodgings, for my piftols, where I 
wrote a letter to B. which I put into my pocket, 
intending to fend it; but, as I forgot it, the let- 
ter was found there. When I returned to Co- 
vent-Garden, I waited for the conclufion of the 
play, in the Bedford Coffee-Houfe. What a 
figure muft I have been! Indeed; I overheard 
one gentleman fay toa friend, that I looked as if 
I was out of my fenfes. Oh, how I wifhed for 
the-play to be over! I had charged my piftols 
with the kindeft letter fhe ever wrote me; a let- 
ter which made me the happieft of mortals, and 
which had ever fince been my talifman. At latt, 
arrived the end of the play, and the beginning 
of my tragedy. I met them in the ftone patlage, 
and had then got the piftol to my forehead, but 
fie did not fee me, (nor did any one, I fuppofe. ) 
And the croud feparated us.. This accident lL 
confidered 
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confidered as the immediate intervention of 
Providence, I put up my piftol, turned about, 
and fhould (I moft firmly believe) have gone 
out the other way, and have laid afide my hor- 
rid refolution, had I not looked round and 
feen Mr. M. (whom [ immediately conftrued 
into the favoured lover defcribed by G.) offer 
her a hand, which I thought was. received 
with particular pleafure, The ftream of my 
paffions, which had been ftopped, now over= 
~whelmed me with redoubled violence. It hur- 
ried me afterthem. Jealoufy fuggefted a new 
crime; and nerved anew the arm of defpair. 
J overtook them at the carriage, and———— 
and, at about the time I am now writing this, 
felt more than all the tortures of all the damned 
together. 

What fhall I not feel at the neceffary recital 
of the tragedy, at my trial! 


Le Eee ee oR kT, 
To Mr, 


» in Newgate. 
17 April, 79. 
If the murderer of Mifs — wifhes to 
live, the man he has moft injured will ufe all 
his intereft to procure his life, 


Bb LE T- 
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LE T De RYLES 


The Condemned-cell, in Newgate, 
17 April, 1779. 


The murderer of her whom he preferred, 
far preferred, to life, fufpects the hand from 
which he has juft received fuch an offer as he 
neither defires nor deferves. His wifhes are 
for death, not for life. One wifh he has. 
Could he be pardoned in this world by the 
man he has moft injured—Oh, my lerd, when 
T meet her in another world, enable me to tell 
her (if departed fpirits are ignorant of earthly 
things) that you forgive us tboth, that you 
will be a father to her dear infants! 


u Biss 


LE T i0.i% RB sbi 
y> def. 


What follows, in fmall type, was written 
upon different papers which he fealed up for his 
friend on the fatal morning. Th? dates -are 
preferved, but the contents of the papers are here 
put together as one letter. 


To CHARLES 


T * 
Newgate, 


=e 


f azo J 


Newgate, Saturday Night, 
17 April, 1779+ 


My dear Charles! 
The clock has juft {truck eleven. All has, for fome 


time, been quiet within this fad abode. Would that all were 


fo within my fadder breatt ! 

That gloominefs of my favourite Young’s Night 
Thoughts, which was always fo congenial to my foul, would 
have been ftill heightened, had he ever been wretched 
enough to hear St. Paul’s clock thunder through the ftill 
ear of night, in the condemned walls of Newgate. The 
found is truly folemn—it feems the found of death. 

O that it were death’s found! How greedily would my 
impatient ears devour it! 


And yet—but one day more. Ref, reft, perturbed fpirit, 


till then. 

And then-—~ 

My God, my creator, my firft father | Thou who madeft 
meas Iams; with thefe feelings, thefe paflions, this heart : 
—Thou, who art all might, and all mercy !—Well thou 
I did not, like too many of thy creatures, per- 
fuade myfelf there was no Goa, before I perfuaded myfelf 
I had aright over my life.--O then, my father, put me 
not eternally from thy paternal» prefence! It is not punifh- 
ments, nor pains, nor hell, I fear: what man can bear, I 
can. My fear is to be deemed ungrateful to thy goodnefs, 
to be thought unworthy thy prefence, to be driven from the 


knoweft 


light of thy countenance. 


Bb % Well 
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Well thou knoweft I could not brook the thoughts of 
wanting gratitude to things beneath me in they creation ; to 
a dog, a horfe : almoft to things inanimate ; a tree, a book, 
And thinkeft thou that I could bear the charge of want of 
gratitude to thee! 
And, might—O might I refign the joys of the othey 


world 1- 
WOTiC Ks 


» which neither eye can fee, nor tongue can {pea 
at nor imagination dream, for an eternal exiftence of love and 
| blifs with her, whom —— 

Prefumptuous murderer! The blifs you afk were para- 
dife, —— 
. i My father, who art in heaven, I bow before thy mercy; 
and patiently abide my fentence, 


neie papers which will be delivered to you after my 
death, my dear friend, are not letters. Nor know I what 
tocallthem. They will exhibit, however, the picture ofa 
heart which has ever been your’s more than any other man’s. 


How have I feen the poor foul affected at that recitative 
of Iphis in her favourite Jephtha ! 


“ Ye facred priefts, whofe hands ne’er yet were ftained 
“© With human blood!” 


To think that I fhould be her prieft, her murderer! In 
one of her letters fhe tells me, I recolleét, that fhe could 
die with pleafure by my hand, fhe is fure fhe could. Poor 
foul! Little did the think—.—_ 


It 


5 ot SRE ES 


2 
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It is odd, but I know for a certainty that this recitative 
and the air which follows it, ‘* Farewel, &c.” were the laft 
words fhe ever fung. Now I mutt fay, and may fay, expes 


rimentally 


é¢ Farewell, thou bufy world, where reign 
é& Short pours of joy, and years of pain!” 

I may not add 
‘ Brighter feenes I f eek above, 


© In the realms of peace and love.” iM | 


Love!—pracious God, this word in this place, at this 
time! 


Oh! 


QQ RL merece 


Newgate, Sunday, 18 April, 793 
4 in the morning. 


O, Charles, Charles——-torments, tortures! Hell, and 


worfe than hell! 
When I had finifhed my laft ferap of paper, I thought 1 
felt myfelf composed, re figned. Indeed, I was fo Ia 


fo now. 
I threw my wearied body—weat ied, Heaven knows, more 


than any labourer’s, with the workings of my mind—-upon 


the floor of my dungeon. 


Sicep came uncalled, but only came to make me more 


ompletely curfed. 
This world was paft, the next was come; but, after 


that, no other “Abnehs All was revealed tome. My eternal 


dentence of mental mifery (from which there was no flicht) 
Bb 3 of 
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of banifhment from the prefence of my father, of more than 
poetry e’er feigned or weaknefs feared, was paft, irreyo- 
cably paft. 

Her verdict too of punifhment was pronounced, Yes, 


Charles ——fhe, fhe was punifhed —-~and by whofe means 
punifhed ? 


Even in her angel mind were failings, which it is not 
wonderful I never faw, fince Omnifcience, it feemed, could 
hardly difcern them. 0; Charles, thefe foibles, fo few, fo 
undifcernibl 


nible, were {til], I thought in my dream, to be 
expiated. For my hand fent her to heaven before her time, 
with all her few foibles on her head. 


Charles, I faw the expiation—thefe eyes beheld her un- 
dergo the heavenly punifhment. 


Lhnat paft, fhe was called, I thought, to the reward of 
her ten thenfand virtues 


° 


Then, in very deed, began my hell, my worfe than wo- 
man ever dreamed of hell. Charles, I faw her, as plainly 
as I fee the bars of my dungeon, through which th 
of day looks upon me now for almoft the laft time. Her 


ace, her perfon were {till more divine than when on earth 
> 


-—they were caft anew, in angel moulds. Her mind too if 


beheld, as plainly as her face; and all its features. That 
was the fame—that was not capable of alteration for the 
better. 

But, what few I elfe? That mind, that perfon, that face, 
hat angel—was in the bofom of another angel, Between 
us wasa gul; 


i 


re 


1, a gulph impaffible! I could not go to her, 
neither could fhe come to me, 

No—nor did the with it. There was the curfe, 

Charles, the faw me, where I was, fteeped to the lips in 
mifery. She faw me; but without a tear, without one figh, 


One 


L 

One figh from her, [ thonght—and I could ‘have borne 
all my fufferings, 

A figh, a tear! She fmiled at all my fufferings. Yes, 
fhe, even fhe, enjoyed the tortures, the wrackings of my 
foul. She bade her companion angel too enjoy them. She 
feemed to feaft upon my griefs; and only turned away her 
more than damning eyes, to turn them on her more than 
bleft companion. 

Flames and brimftone—corporal fufferance—were paras 
dife to fuch eternal mental hell as this, 


Oh! how I rejoiced, how I wept, fobbed with joy, when” 


I awoke, and difcovered it was only a dream, and found 
myfelf in the condemned cell of Newgate. 


Mr. H. and Dr. V. neither of whom you know, I be- 
lieve, are exceedingly kind tome. The latter writes to me, 
the former fees me, continually. Your poor H. finds more 
friends than he merits. 


Among my papers you will fee fome lines I wrote on read- 
ing Goethe's * ‘* Werther,” tranflated from German into 
French, 


nr adiendnninineimetenedeimatancaiieneiimnmnasdiiaienmttianatiededieedamnmiemeeseneret- arene eee 


* Behold the marrow of Werther’s inconfiftent ftory. 
On the 4th of May 1771, we find him feparated from his 
family and his bofom friend, and retired to folitude, om ace 
count 
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French, which, while I was in Ireland, Mhe refufed to lend 
me. When I returned to England, I made her let me read 
it. But Inever fhewed thefe lines to her, for fear they 
fhould make her uneafy.—Unhappy Werther ! Still lefs pre- 
tence hadft thou for fuicide than I. After quietly feeing thy 
Charlotte marry another man, without fo much as 0 fering 
to marry hér thyfelf ; hadit thou a right over thy exiftence 


becaufe 
Enid 


count of a lady’s death (amie de fa jeunefle) whofe attach 
ment he feems to have returned; but, with regard to whom 


he feems to confefs he was NOT entierement innocent. 

Before the 16th of June he contrives to fall moft violently 
in love with Charlotte, notwithftanding he knows, both 
from her friend and herfelf, that the is very fhortly to marry 
Albert. In fpite of his bofom friend’s advice, either to en- 
deayour to marry Charlotte himfelf, or to let her marry 
Albert without making himfelf miferable, he very quietly 
waits the arrival of Albert, whom he finds /e meil/eur homme 
du monde, without any difcovery of his paffion, but in mad, 
gloomy letters to his friend. In the beginning of Sep- 


tember, he is perfuaded by his friend to tear himfelf f; 


Saban 


om 
Charlotte’s fociety, to leave her quietly to marry Albert, and 
to accept of an appointment to an embafly ; but not before 
a farewell between the three, in which it appears-that Char- 


sert 
OeCres 


lotte’s mother, on her,death-bed, configned her to Al 


Before Werther has fpent much time in his new appoint- 


Peres 


x 


ment, he talks of a pretty ftrong penchant for the ¢res-aim- 


able Mifs B. 
On 


| ae ». 
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hecaufe fhe was not thy wife? Yet waft thou lefs barbarous 
than I, for thou didft not feek to die in her prefence—but 
neither didft thou doubt her love.—-We can neither of us 
hope for pardon. 


Lines found, after Werther’s death, upon the ground by 


pois 
the piftel. 


If chance fome kindred fpirit fhould relate 
To future times unhappy Werther’s fate 5 
Should, in fome pitying, almoft pardoning age, 


Confien my forrows to fore weeping page—— 


And 
ity eaige 00 etl oe cual gh 


On the 20th January 1772 he writes to Charlotte and 
mentions Mifs B. but his attachment to her is only upon ac- 
count of her refemblance to Charlotte. Adieu ! concludes this 
unaccountable madman «¢ Albert eft il prés de vous, et 
** en quelle qualité ? Infenfé !” (true enough) “ Devroi= 
*< ftu faire cette queftion ?” Or fhould you not long before 
have faid more? 

On the 20th of February he writes formally to congratue 
late Charlotte and Albert on their marriage. In April his 
German pride is difgufted at a piece of etiquette revealed to 
him by his dear Mifs B. with tears and a vous qui connoiffez 
mon coeur. After trying and quitting another defirable efta- 
blifhment, he finds himfelf in July, contrary to his friend’s 
entreaties, at the abode ‘of Charlotte and Albert. After ef» 
fectually deftroying their domeftic happinefs in this world, 
he forfeits all his own hopes of happinefs in another, by de- 
termining on fuicide ; and, leaving behind him a cruelly 

affectis 


Osiris 


i. Wa 
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And fhould the affe@tine page be haply read 
oOo oO i 
3 ome ne The igs 2 oe ‘ » 
By fome new Charlotte, mine will then be dead—e 


(Vi Ms cs he Te Tits ; \ d 
(Yes, fhe fhall dié—fole folace of my love! 


And we thall mee above )}— 
O, Charlotte, M er name 
i Thy faithful Werther hands thee down to fame— 


FI EAA IN OIE Ee 


affectionate letter to Charlotte, he borrows her hufband’s 
ie) piftols, and when the clock ftrikes twelve, on the aad of 
December, fhoots himfelf through the head. 

Werther was clearly a bad man. Had he not died by. his 
own hand, he did- net. deferve. to live.. The writer. who 
either relates or feigns his dangerous ftory, is not a much 
better man. The’'beft that can be faid for the work is faid 
by the French tranflator. (Werther, traduit de PAllemande, 
Maeftricht. 1776. Second partie, p. 229). 

Jeune homme fenfible! quand tu éprouveras la premiere 
atteinte de la plus violente des paffions pour un objet qui n¢ 
peut étre-a toi, tudiras: tel étoit état de Werther, le pre- 
mier jour qu'il vit Charlotte. Ah! fi je revois cet objet qui 
' porte le trouble dans mes fens, je l’adorerai tous les jours 

davantage; bientét-je fouffrirai les tourments que Werther 
éprouva, bientot la langueur ou le défefpoir termineront ma 
malheureufe carriere! Ou plus infortuné encore, peut-étre 
la vertu s’éloignera de mon cceurs je chercherai a féduire 
cette femme ; and fi mes efforts font vains, je maflacrerai fon 
époux—elle méme—Fuyons ! évitons le crime, ou Vinfor- 
tune: allons chercher dans d’autres climats l’oubli d’un objet 
trop dangereux, & la jouiflance de plaifirs moins funeftes. 
And yet, Elle méme had no effeét on H. 


/ 


O be 
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O be thou fure thy Werther never knows 
The fatal {tory of my kindred woes ! 

Odo not, fair one—by my fhocking end 

I charge thee!——do not let thy feeling friend 
Shed his fad forrows o’er my tearful tale t= 
Example, {pite of precept, may prevail. 


Nay, much loved M. though a fond defire 
To prove thy hufband, prove thy childrens’ fires 
ho’ thefe, and other duties, thou muft know, 
Would hold his hand from death’s forbidden blow—. 
Yet might my gloomy tale full furely fhroud 
His brighteft day in melancholy’s cloud ; 
Yet might thy H. lead, to his laft breath, 


A life more fhocking than even Werther’s-death, 


Newgate, Sunday, 18 April, 79, 


5 o clock in the afternoon. 


Since.I wrote to you this morning I have more than once 
taken up my pen. For what can I do, which affords me 
more pleafure than writing to fuch a friend as you are, and 
have been, to me? 

Pleafure! Alas, what bufinefs has fuch a wretch as I 
with fuch a word as that ? However, pouring myfelf out to 
you thus upon paper is, in fome meafure, drawing off my 
forrows—it is not thinking. 

Cruel G.! And yet I.can excufe her. She knew not of 
what materials Iwas made. Lord S. wifhed to preferve a 


treafure 
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treafure which any one would have prized. G. was em- 
ployed to preferve the treafure. And fhe fufpeéted not that 
my foul, my exiftence, were wrapped up in it. 


O, my dear Charles, that you could prevail.upon your- 
felf to vifit this fad place! And yet—our mutual feelings 
would render the vifit ufelefs. So—it is better thus. 

Now, perhaps, you are enjoying a comfortable and hap- 
py meal. There, again, my misfortunes! Of happinefs 
and comfort, for the prefent, I have robbed you. H. has 

a 


murdered happinefs. 


3ut this is the hour of dinner. How many are now 


comfortable and happy? While I 
ow many, again, with every thing to make them other- 
wife, are, at this moment, miferable! 

The meat is done too little, or too much—(Should the 
pen of fancy ever take the trouble to invent letters for me, 
I fhould not be fuffered to write to you thus, becaufe it 
would feem unnatural. Alas—they know not how gladly a 
wretch like me forgets himfelf)—The fervant, I fay, has 
broken fomething—fome friend (as the phrafe is) does not 
make his promifed appearance, and confequently is not eye 
witnefs of the unneceflary difhes which the family pretends 
to be able to afford—or fome friend (again) drops in unex- 
pectedly, and furprizes the family with no more difhes upon 
the table than are neceflary. 

Ye home-made wretches, ye ingenious inyentors of ills, 
before ye fuffer yourfelves to be foured and made miferable, 
for the whole remainder of this Sunday, by fome trifle or 


another, 
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another, which does not deferve the name of accident, look 
here—behold, indeed, that mifery of which your difcone 
tentednefs complains ! 

Pecp through the grate of this my only habitation,.ye who 
have town-houfes and country-houfes. Look into my foul 
—recolleét in how few hours I am to die, die in what man- 
ner, die for what offence! 

Now, go, be crofs and quarrel with your wives, or your 
hufbands, or your children, or your guefts—begin to curfQ 
and to {wear—and call Almighty God to witnefs that you are 
the moft miferable, unluckly, wretches upon the face of the 
earth-—becaufe the meat -is roafted half a dozen turns too 
much, 6r becaufe your cooks have not put enough feafone- 
ing into your pies. 

I was obliged to Jay down my pen. Such a pitture as this, 
in which myfelf made the principal figure, was rather 
too much. 


Good God!—to look back over the dreadful interval bee 
tween to day and laft October two years. What a tale 
would it make of woe! Take warning from me, my fellow 
creatures, and do not love like H, 


Still, Sunday. 
4 o'clock. 


When thefe loofe, incoherent papers fhall come into your 
hands after my death, it will afford yon fome confolation to 
&now my temper of mind at laft, 


Cec Charles, 
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Charles, as the awful moment approaches, I feel myfelf 
more, and more, and more compofed, and calm, and re- 
figned. 

It always, you know, was my opinien, that man could 
bear a great load of affliction better than a fmall one. I 
thought fo then—now I am fure of it. This day fe’nnight 
I was mad, perfectly mad. This afternoon I am all mild- 
nefs. 

This day fe’nnight !—To look back is death, is hell, 
"Tis almoft worfe than to look forward, 


Let me endeavour to get out of myfelf. 

In proof of that opinion which you always ridiculed— 
go to the gaming table—obferve that adventurer, who is 
come with the laft fifty he can {crape together. See—how 
he gnafhes his teeth, bites his fifts, and works all his limbs ! 
He has loft the firft throw—his so are reducedto 40, Obe 
ferve him now—with what compofure his arms are wrapped 
about him! What a fmooth calm has fuddenly fucceeded to 
that dreadful {form which fo lately tore up his whole coun- 
tenance! Whence the reafon think you ? Has fortune fmiled 
on him ?—Direétly the contrary. His 40 are now dwindled 
to five. His all, nay more, his very exiftence, his refolu- 
tion to live or die, depend upon-this throw. Mark him— 
how calmly, how carelefsly he eyes the box. I am not fure 
he does not almoft with to lofe, that he may defy ill-luck, 
and tell her fhe has done her worft. 


See 
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See ——~ 
——-On a moment’s point, th’ important dye 
Of life and death fpins doubtful ere it falls, 

And turns up—death. 

Vil furrender my opinion for untenable, if a common 

obferver, from his countenance, would not rather point him 

out as the winner, than the agitated perfon yonder who 
really has won. 


Since I wrote what you laft read, I caught myfelf | 
marching up and down my cell with the ftep of haughti- 
nefs; hugging myfelf in my two arms; and muttering be- 
tween my grating tecth, ‘* What a compleat wretch 1 am |” 


But—is there not a God! Did not that God create me? 
Does not that God know my heart, my whole heart? Oh! 
yes, yes, yes! 

To-morrow then—And let to-morrow come—I am pre- 

pared. , 
God (who knows my heart, and wili judge me, I truft, 
by that heart) knows it is not with a view to diminifh my 
own guilt, the magnitude and enormity whereof I acknow- 
ledge—-but—let not thofe, who furvive me, flatter them- 
felves that all the guilt of mankind goes to the grave, to the 
gallows (gracious heaven !) with H. 

I fhali leave behind me culprits of the fame kind as myfelf 
—culprits who will not make my trifling atonement of an 
ignominious death. Oh may they fee their crimes, and 
weep over them before they are confronted with the injured 
parties at the footftool of the throne of the Ged of heaven! 


Ces Thefe 
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Thefe are crimes (as indeed are all the crimes of men, 
however noifelefs or inaudible) with which the liftening an- 


L 


gel flies up to. heaven’s chancery—but thefe are not they 


the recording angel drops a tear as he. notes 


~ 
~~ 


them down. ‘the pencil of eternity engraves fuch crimes 
as thefe on adamantine tablets, which fhall endure to the 
end of time. Mine, mine, perhaps, may head the lift. 

Be merciful, O God! be merciful ! 

Reflexion in this world is almoft worfe than the worft 
which offended Omnipotence can infli@ upon me in the next. 
I muft fly from it. 


And arethere not crimes as bad as mine? Tt is little my 
intention to argue away the badnefs of my crime—but there 
furely are, and worfe, 

Let that gallant, gay, young gentleman yonder hold up 
his hand.. Yes, fir—you I firft arraign. Not for breach of 
friendfhip, not for falfe oaths to credulous virgins, not for _ 
innocence betrayed—thefe are no longer crimes; thefe are 
the accomplifhments of our age, Sir, you are inditted for 
flow and deliberate murder,—Put not on that confident air, 
that arrogant fmile of contempt and defiance. Demand not 
with a {neer to have the witnefles produced who were prefent 
when you ftruck the ftroke of death, Call not aloud for the 
plood-ftained dagger, the dry-drawn bowl, the brain-fplafhed 
piftol. Are thefe the only inftruments of death ? You know 
they are not. Murder is never at a lofs for weapons. 

Sir, produce your wife.——See, fee !—what indignation 
fiafhes in his eyes! A murderer, and the murderer of his 
wife! May the calumniator——!——-Sir, na imprecations, 
310 
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no oaths; thofe are what betrayed. that.wife, You didnot 
plant a dagger in her breaft; but you planted there grief, 
difeafe, death. She, fir, whe gave youall, was deftroyed, 
was murdered by your ill ufage. And not fuddenly, not 
without giving her time to know what was to happen. She 
faw the lingering ftroke, fhe perceived the impoffibility to 
avoid it; the felt it tenfold from the hands of a much- 
loved hufband. 


Were thefe fcraps of paper to be feen by any other eye 
_than your’s, common people would wonder that, in propor- 
tion as the moment drew nearer, I got further and furs 
ther from myfelf. It may be contrary to the rules of cri 
ticks, but fo itis.—-To think, or to write about myfelf, is 
death; is hell. My feelings will not fuffer me to date thefe 
different papers any more. 


Let.me pay.a {mall tribute of praife—-How often have you 
and I.complained of familiarity’s blunting the edge of every 
fenfe on which fhe lays her hand? At her bidding, beauty 
fades even in the eye.of love; and the fon of pity fmiles at 
forrow’s bleeding. breaft. In her. prefence, who. is he that 
(ijl continues to. behold the. fcene of delight, or that {till 
hears the voice of mourning? What then is the praife of tha¢ 
gaoler, who in the midft of mifery, and crimes, and death, 
fets familfarity at defiance, and {till preferves the feelings of 
Cc 3 a man ? 
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a man? The author of the life of Savage gives celebrity to 
the Briftol gaoler, by whofe humanity the latter part of that 
itrange man’s life was rendered more comfortable. Shali no 
one give celebrity to the prefent keeper of Newgate? Mr. 
Akerman marks every day of his exiftence, by more than 
one fuch deed as this.—Know, ye rich and powerful, ye 
who might fave hundreds of your fellow creatures, from 
flarving, by the fweepings of your tables—Know, that, 
among the various feelings of almoft every wretch who quits 
Newgate for Tyburn,.a concern neither laft nor leaft is that 
which he feels upon leaving the gael of which this man is 
the keeper, 


But Tcan now no longer fly from myfelf. In a few fhort 
hours the hand which is now writing to you, the hand 


which 


I will not diftrefs either you or myfelf. My life I owe to 
the laws of my country, and I will pay the debt. How E 
felt for poor Dodd! Well—~you fhall hear that I died like a 
man and achriftian. I cannet have a better truft than in 
the mercy of an all-juft God. And, in your letters, when 
you fhall thefe unhappy deeds relate, tell of meas Iam. . I 
forget the paflage, *tis in Othello. 

You mutt fuffer me to mention the tendernefs and great- 
nefs of mind of my dear B. The laft moments of my 
life cannot be better fpent than in recording this complicated 
aét of friendfhip and humanity. When. we parted, a tatk 
too much for us both, he afked me if there was any thing 
for which I withed to live. Upon his prefling me, I ac- 

. z knowe 
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knowledged I was uneafy, very uneafy, left Lord S. might 
withdraw an allowance of so pourids a year, which I knew 
he made to her father. ‘* Then,” faid B. {queezing my 
hand, burfting into tears, and hurrying out of fhe room, 
‘© T will allow it him.’ The affeQionate manner in which 
he fpoke of my S. would have charmed you. God for ever 
blefs and profper him! and my S. and yow! and 

(The note which follows was written with a pencil. All 
that was legible is bere preferved, though the fenfe is incomplete.) 


DE. Tet R LX. 
To the Same. 
My dear Charles, 


Farewell for ever in this world! I die a 
fincere chriftian and penitent, and every thing 
I hope that you can wifh me. Would it pre- 
vent my example’s having any bad effect if the 
world fhould know how I abhor my former 
igeasror suicide, My Crimicy "| 45 Marae eee 
Sire te le so wk ee oe eT De tite Deer 
judge. Of her famelI charge you to be care- 
faery poor Swill WY Ashes oh tay age 


Tyburn. 


Your dying H. i 
LE T- 
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LE T FER BXY: 
From CHARLES E fq. 


‘To General : 
20 Auguit, 1779. 


My dear friend, 


‘The —-—— coach, which paffes through 
- to-morrow, will leavea large packet 
for you at the George. When your fervant 
goes to the poft, he may enquire for it. The 
contents are copies of fuch letters.as. explain 
the incredible tale of that. poor, friend:of mine, 
whom, you were kind enough to patronize 
while he remained in your profeffion, and to 
affift in promoting after he quitted it. Your’s 
of the latter end of laft month on, the fubje& 
of his death, convinces me you will not be 


angry with me for giving you a fight of thefe 
letters. “There were many more. among the 
papers which he fealed up for me on.the morn- 
ing of his death ; but,as they are more private, 
and lefs neceflary to the ftory, I have deftroyed 
them. 


Your 
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Your memory will, I know, recollect Ro-« 
chefoucault’s reflection—Si on juge de Pamour 
par la pla-part de fes effets, il refemble plus a la 
haine qu’ a Pamitié. 

One very important fact ftruck me on con- 
fidering this melancholy bufinefs. In our re- 
collection three perfons, either extemporane- 
oufly or deliberately, have determined to fhoot, 
firft the objets of their fury, and then them- 
felves—Stirn,, who killed Mathews in 17615 
Ceppi, whom H. mentions; and poor H. 
himfelf. ‘They all three fucceeded in the firft 
inftance, and all three failed in the fecond. : 

If what I am told be true, what a fcene muft 
have been exhibited at the Shakefpeare, foon 
after the cataftrophe! H. was indulged with a __ 
fight of her body. While he was contemplat- 
ing the effect of his madnefs (for madnefs it - 
furely muft have been) two or three people 
rufhed in, who, arriving too late for the en- 
tertainment, heard of the murder, and came 
to learn the name of the victim. One of thefe 
immediately recollected H. immediately 
recognized Mifs ———, was, in fact, Lord 
5 . What a groupe for painting! 


Were 
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Were it not unneceflary, when his picture 
is drawn at fuch full length in thefe letters, I 
would give you a fketch of the amiable man, 
whum, in fo many years, and in fo many dif- 
ferent fcenes, I never had occafion but to love 
till the moment he abhorred himfelf. To 
make reflexions on his ftory, would.be to write 
a volume. The pamphlet called ‘* Cafe and 
Memoirs” is a miferable bufinefs; and may 
do that very mifchief of which H. was aware. 


** It ts true,” we are told by the author, * that in his 
** own life he hada property; and, by the laws of nature, 
he might have difpofed of it, if he pleafed but, i may 
‘* be faid, he had none in Mifs ——’s, and, as fuch, that 
** he had no right to take it from her. Reafon may fapport 
this argument; but is nothing favourable to be faid fora 
man who prefers death to life, becaufe that life is made 
wretched by a capricious and .an ungrateful’ woman??? 


Page xi. 
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How very differently does the poor man him- 
felf talk in one of his Newgate papers to. me, 
which I have fent to you! 


*¢ The torture of my fituation is this, that not a word can 
** be faid in my favour, unlefs you will fay Iam mad. But 
** God knows I poffefs all my fenfés and feelings much too 


66 exquifitely. 
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. ean? Yet thisis not the part of mycrime for which 
*¢ Tam always moft forry. Often, very often, I confider my 
** crime with refpeé& to the i ee it may have upon the 
** world. An example reprefented in life by vice, has more 
** effect than a precept preached byvirtue. No... willimitate 
*¢ me in murdering the object of his love, but I may be con- 
fidered by defpair, or by folly, as another precedent in favour 
*¢ ofthe propriety of fuicide. Perhaps, if thefe inftances of def- 
perate cowardice did not go out to this country, through the 
“* channels of our papers, by which means they are ftored up as 


“* authorities againft a difappointment or a gloomy « day, f uicide 


** would, with lefs propriety, be termed an Anglicifv. Oh 
** Charles,could the imperceptible, but indifputable,magnetifm 
€¢ 


of this part of my ftory be deftroyed, could my countrymen 
‘* know how [abhor this part of my crime, how thoroughly 


“* I was ever convinced (except during my phrenzy) and how 


I am now perfuaded, that our ow lives are 710 more 


nn 
6 at our ws hofals than the wh Ves of our fel low evreaturesy I fh ould ex~ 
“J * - 


‘¢ pire in fomething lefs of mental torture |!” 
Worthy foul! while we abhor, we 


| 
refpect : and fo will pofterity. That juftice w! 


condemned thee to death cannot refufe a ff 
tear to thy virtues. Reft, reft, perturbed fpirit ! 
Thy Charles, when time fhall have alittle healed 
the wound made in his friendfhip, will find fome 
way to tell the world thy dying with, 

Bes lear General, 
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